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PREFACE. 



Tins book lays no claim to a place among 
sensational stories. Nor does it aspire to 
be one of those feasts of fancy which are 
celebrated in the temple of fame. Nor does 
it indulge in the flow of soul, which language, 
no less than music, can at times breathe 
forth. It desires only to put forward an idea. 

An idea embodied in the life of a youth, a 
beauty bodied forth in his words, and a truth 
in his deeds, may perhaps succeed in striking 
the minds of the young: a seed may be sown 
to develop elsewhere a similar growth. We 
know that an idea is stronger than armies: 
it breaks up from within the soil of the mind 
which entertains it, and puts forth exuber- 
ance of flowers and fruit For the rest, all 
the force and pomp and circumstance of out- 
ward life mi^ht press upon die soul, and only 
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8 (Preface. 

trample it into the semblance of ■ common 
highway, hard and barren, without a single 

perfume shed round about its existence. 

The idea set forth here is that of a Chris- 
tian Scholar. And, for the purpose, we have 
taken the example of one out of many engag- 
ing students, who once riveted our attention, 
while they served in die sanctuary of a Col- 
lege Church. As it i* with their successors, 

who serve the s:um: altar, so it was with 
them— the modesty which they showed was 
so uncommon, the grace of their presence, 
and the atmosphere around them so charm- 
ing, that we were bound in a spell of admira- 
tion. So we make an example of one of 
them, for the sake of the truth and virtue, 
which had already made of him their abode. 
These pages, now revised, first appeared 
in the " Messenger of the Sacred Heart," the 
organ of devotion to the Adorable I leait of 
Our Lord. While no apology need be made 
for the truths conveyed, indulgence is asked 
for such shortcomings as deface the style. 




THE ACOLYTE; 

OR, A CHRISTIAN SCHOLAR. 



THE COLLEGE MOV. 

r was an evening in March. The last 
rays of a bright but cold wintry sun 
were stretching through the old chapel 

windows and painting a few passing 
streaks upon the altar. Over the altar hung 
a picture; and upon this, toe-, the golden 
streaks paused, quivering. 

A youth entered the sacred precincts, 
genuflected to the Blessed Sacrament, and 
knelt down to pray. I le was a youth whose 
appearance betokened him to be upon the 
threshold of manhood. His posture was 
devout; his eyes cast down ; and he recited 
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IO The Acolyte. 

a fervent prayer. Then he looked up to the 
altar. The trerotting ray* were just on the 

centre of tliat picture,— just where there was 
painted A I leart, ami over the Heart a miii- 

blanco of lire <>r flames, as it were, issuing 

forth; ami, when be looked up. the Names 

were catching the sun ray. ami seemed them- 
selves io quiver and break forth in real 
earnest from thai crimson Heart it was the 

very picture of life ami love, it was the 
revealed Heart of our l>ivinc Lord who 
stood there lovingly and offered it to the 
adorer, with a gesture of kindest affection. 
The youth's attention was arrested. He 

gazed intently, and, as he gazed, he distin- 
guished how that jet of flames was gushing 
forth from a wound in the Heart,— from "the 
holes in the rock," from "the- ruins in the 
wall." All was bright there to his eye; and 
the vision warmed his imagination, setting 
his fancy in a glow. He was carried hack, in 
a whirl of thought, to some incidents which 
had taken place a few days previously. 

On an evening similar to this, lie had been 
boating with a party of companions. On 
returning, they laid aside their oars, and suf- 
fered the boat to glide along on the bosom 
of the swift current Noiselessly she was 
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borne down between the wooded banks; and 
the stillness all around in the calm air of 
Bventide, broken only now and then by a 
i hirrup or a warble, came upon the spirit of 
mi r young friend like a delicious balm. Me 
looked around through the leafless trees 
towards the golden west. The sun was 
setting, red as crimson, and swollen to near- 
ly double its size. He turned around in his 
seat to enjoy the sight. The trees inter- 
cepted his view, but only for passing mo- 
in-nts; the crimson orb shone out from 
among the trunks and limbs, and, if lost for 
a moment, shone out again. But, if it shone 
out for a moment, it was lost* again; and, 
whenever it was lost, it cast a shadow over 
him He was not conscious of that, but still 
gazed wistfully; till his companions, inter- 
ested by the interest which he betrayed, 
looked at the sun and looked at him. Of 
the two, they thought him not the less wor- 
thy of being looked at; for one remarked 
that "he was seeing visions;" another wittily 
enough, that "he was in bad humor — so 
many clouds passed over his face!" 

But how glorious was that setting sun! 
Me is reminded of it now by the Heart of 
Our Divine Lord. How strangely varied 
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were those shadows, numerous and ever- 
changing' on the crimson-linked surface of 

the waters! H« knows not at this moment, 
while he kneels In-lbr* ilie picture, that his 
own life is destined to l><-, for some short 
space at leasts the chequered subject of 
shadows Strangely varied. Those were: cast 

on the wai rrs by tin- same gforfow «un 
which cast the beams <»i light: these are to 
be projected on ham, in no small degree, !>y 
yonder Sacred 1 leart, whence now arc issu- 
ing those brilliant Raines of love. lie does 
not know this yet; but so it is. For, so it Is, 

he must glide along during a certain space 
of time over the waters ol life; and he will 
suffer his youthful view to rest and his warm 
devotion to Spend itself upon the Heart of 
his Lord. So it is,— certain created things 
will come between, like trunks of trees, — 
like stocks,— like "worse than senseless 
things," Shutting OUt Ciocl from his view, and 
casting himself into shade. Ami it must 
happen that the gloom and the shade and 
the overcasting of his soul shall, in the end, 

either deepen into total shadow or brighten 
into unobstructed light Which of the two 
was the issue with him? The following were 
the circumstances of his case. 



II. 

THE YOUTHFUL ACOLTYE. 

Or" I IE youth whom, we nave introduced, and 
whose name was Charles Desmond, 
Y broke from his reverie. The dusk had 
thrown a shroud over the altar; and it 
would have cast the picture likewise into 
darkness, but that the sanctuary flame, -which 
i\i:t bears witness to the Sacramental Pre- 
sence, stood hard by and lent its brightness 
to that painted emblem of "The Brightness of 
Eternal Light" An aspiration — " O Sacred 
Mr. hi of Jesus. I implore, that I may love 

Thfi- ever more ami more !" — a genuflection, 
devout and almost lingering — and Charles 
left the chapel. 

His day's work in class was just over. 
This was his evening visit to the Blessed 
Sacrament before returning home. How- 
ever, to-day, he did not go home straight; 
lor the morrow was a feast-day, that of the 
Annunciation. So, passing over from that 
• 13 



, 4 The Molyte. 

gray old chapel into the adjoining church, lie 
took his place among those who waited at 
one of the confessionals j and he prepared 

for Confession. Twenty minutes later, he 
came forth from the sacred tribunal, betook 
himself to another portion of the church. In 
front of the high altar, and prayed awhile. 

His lips stopped moving; his thoughts 
were taking a — -nhlc ; his eyes were fixed 
in vacancy, on a sudden, he started, as 
though abruptly accosted by some one; it 
was a thing that had sprung up before him, 

a thought, — an unwelcome visitor among 

his other thoughts. He directed towards 
the Tabernacle an excited look, not easy for 
a casual observer to describe; his eyebrows 
were partly raised, partly knit, as if anger 
and alarm were dividing his heart within. 
He seated himself with a quick impulse, and 
brushed his knees with his hands. He was 
in some trouble some, association, of which he 
thus tried to rid himself. Nevertheless, un- 
easiness still clouded his brow, until, reflect- 
ing on the morrow's feast, he brightened up, 
and, looking again at die altar, he said 

almost aloud: 

"To-morrow — my turn to be acolyte in 
the sanctuary !' T 
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This thought clearly relieved him; for, 
•■' ifaing upon his imagination, It brought 
before him other scenes, of a kind which he 
liked Mis fancy travelled beyond bounds 
"iK'- more, and it led him from his present 
place and occupation to recollections of a 
little' while before. 

The first recollection wa^s that of a Heart, 
quivering and living, seen "^ough creatures, 

leen through the openings of trees and 
brandies, — discerned through the avenues 
1 li.ii admit some rays of a higher world upon 
tin- wiilcrs of life — discerned through the 
gifts of grace, through the moments of silent 
thought; through the odd reflections which 
opens flood of light upon the soul and set 
■I t\y\\\ down under the eye of God; in spite 

fit tin- bnneliing maze between the soul and 

1 loflj — in spin- of the sayings and doings, the 
thoughts and things, that crowd between the 
* reatlirc and the -Creator. His first recollec- 
tion was that of a Heart, seen burning 
towards him from the far off distance, — seen 
through all this crowded medium, as through 

•< W Hand on the shore of life's stream. 

I Inward still his fancy led. He was seated 

III hi', class-room; and his whole mind and 

QUI !»'•» ame wrapt up in the lessons of these 
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last few days. Ho was a boy-philosopher, 
just now picking of the abundance that great 
minds had stored up before him. 

The garner from which he was gathering 
was of the inexhaustible field, known as the 
question of Free Will. This subject inter- 
ested him. It instinctively connected itself 
with something that was in him just then. 
This something was a new thing that had 
taken up its dwelling with him,— a new thing, 
in a guise unfamiliar and of an aspect not 
agreeable. This new thing was a state of 
mind, or rather of heart; and this stole was 
betraying itself pretty constantly by a sot of 
emotions and feelings, which, like the ser- 
pent's tail, indicated a serpent's fangs some- 
where hidden within. It was with the fact of 
these emotions being within him, that the 
doctrine of Free Will instinctively connected 
itself, to explain them. The feelings were 
themselves startling, embarrassing", upsetting 
the even balan.ee of his usual demeanor. 
The explanation which " Free Will" gave of 
them was still more startling, more embar- 
rassing, more distressing to the evenness of 
his simple-minded soul. The explanation 
was this :— that he was responsible before 
God; man's free acts had the character of 
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responsibility. The ingenuous youth forgot 
to ask himself whether he was free in the 
matter of these emotions; he took it for 
granted that he was. And understanding, 
us In? already did by sad experience, that he 
was sailing over stormy waters, where winds 
blew and washed Ins little bark with foam, 
be now understood, by still sadder theory, 
that, when winds and waves rise suddenly up 
below, thunder and lightning will not long 
be wanting above. Imagine him responsible, 
blamable for all those — guilty of all those 

crowding ! 

His was a conscience of a delicate sort. 
Each time these questionable things arose, 
be frit a sting. His was a conscience at that 
moment, his a human heart, which was sorely 
pricked, pressed round, aa it were, with many 
thorns, ju.sl tike the Divine Heart that a 
moment before had risen into view and now 
rose again. Beautiful, consoling vision! 

lint time passed: many minutes ago he 
had finished the penance imposed by his con- 
fessor; he was forgetting himself. He knelt 
down, thanked God, saying his usual little 
prayer: "In Thee, my God, and for Thee, 
and from Thee, and with Thee; in the most 
Sacred Hearts of Jesus and of Mary!" He 
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rose and went clown the church. As he 
came close to the holy-water font, another 
young man and fellow-student of his drew 
near at the same moment, from a different 
quarter of the church ; he too had a pproached 
the holy Sacrament of Penance. They recog- 
nized one another with a slight nod of Chris- 
tian charity, and -went out of the porch side 
by side. 

-An acolyte to-morrow!" Such was the 
reflection which had started the youth's fancy; 
and what an effect it had thereby produced! 
It warmed a heart which at the moment was 
cold. Out of it a virtue went forth and 
strengthened him. For there is such a virtue 
going forth, not only from Him, whose gar- 
ments, as he walked through Judea, were 
touched by the weak and the infirm, but also 
from whatever is His, though it be but a 
thought about Him, And such was the 
thought: "I'll bean acolyte to-morrow;" for 
this spoke of service, of ministry unto Mis 
Sacred Person, in His personal residence 

upon the altar. 

Charles Desmond was wont to serve as 
acolyte. Picture him in the (lowing cassock 
and ever-graceful surplice, kneeling on the 
altar-steps, his hands devoutly joined upon 
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dial snow-white vesture, lus eyes cast down, 
the bloom of fairest youth upon his cheek, 
and the gravity of a Christian man in his 
posture. What kind of a heart is it that is 
beating under that surplice, — docs it corres- 
pond to the outward form which meets our 
eyes? Observe him in his ordinary life. 
Life is action proceeding from the heart. 
Docs his life correspond to that exterior? 
If so, then does his heart likewise. And, as 
a matter of fact, his favorite resort heretofore 
has been none other than the Blessed Sacra- 
meat; his talk not unconstrained, yet not 
Hght nor trivial ; his thoughts, as otherwise 
shown than by his talk, arc ever high. Y ou ng, 
frail though he may be, (the sequel will 
show.) he reminds one of that which is said: 
"All our conversation is in heaven." Sup- 
pose Chat he !>■: proved sterling, real gold, in 
the midst of this adulterated nineteenth-cen- 
tury currency,— there, right before our eyes, 
a model of innocence walking in flesh and 
blood,— suppose him to be proved thus, and 
who will face the living reality and not have 
a feeling come on him, and come over him, 
and cover him from head to foot, yes, and 
make his eyelids heavy and his heart sick. 
For the sight of such a llower makes the 
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consciousness of ugliness anil of sinfulness 
grow in the beholder, with an expression 
such as this : 

"Where are the days of my youth? Alas! 
alas! Where are they?" 

And if he find that they .ire no more and 
nowhere perhaps, save in the book of awful 
responsibilities to Divine Justice, nature, or 

it may be grace, weeps tears of compunction 
and refuses to be consoled, "for they arc no 
more ! M 

"Those arc precious drops!" 




Ill 



TBS CHRISTIAN MOTHER. 

•• &AME&" said Charles Desmond to his 

companion, when they reached the 

<V* street, "could you call over at our 

house, some time. There are some 

of our questions that I Jo not understand 

welL I should like to discuss with you the 

class matter of these last few days. Will 

you come, some evening ?" 

"Certainly, Charlie/' answered the other. 
"Tlii't Very evening is free; for to-morrow 

We shall have no school. In an hour or so 
from this, 1 shall drop in." 

"Well, come along with me at once, and 
lake tea with us. You will not then have to 
140 home twice." 

"Thank you, Charlie; but I must seethe 
folks at home first, and tell them how I am 
j;oiu^ ti> spend the evening. They would 
be uneasy otherwise." The two friends 

21 
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stopped at a certain corner. "Till then, 
good-bye,** resumed James, with a slight wave 

of the hand 

"You are very kind," responded Charles; 
and they went opposite ways. 

It was the temporary parting of two who 
went opposite ways in many things, but not 
in virtue. Charles was delicate in body and 
rnind. James was hardy in both; careless 
of many little social respects which society 
oftentimes makes so many bonds of mere 
tyranny, lie was eminently off-hand and out- 
spoken in his dealings with others; and this 
character made him very acceptable with the 
mother of Charles Desmond. She saw in 
him much that her own delicate-minded son 
might lean upon ; and in this one matter, 
that James could take an independent com- 
mon-sense view of things and act indepen- 
dently, she thought him, even with her mater- 
nal view of things, somewhat superior to Ucr 
own Charles. She coveted his inlhie.ncc 
over her own son, and was glad to see him 
at her house. 

Charles had not gone far, when he was 
accosted from behind : 

« Hallo! Charlie." 

The youth thus addressed recognized the 
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voice, almost before turning round. It was 
Ins brother. 

" Good evening, Edward. Ah! this," salu- 
ting Edward's companion with politeness, 
"this is our friend* Mr. Galveston. 

"Mr. Galveston," rejoined Edward, "you 
remember my brother Charlie. He was at 
home, along with sister Emily, that night I 
introduced you, last summer." 

" I remember perfectly," answered the 
friend, who had already shaken hands with 
Charles; "it was just before you and I went 

to Europe." They all went on together. 

" You are going home at once," said Ed- 
ward to his younger brother. "We shall 
be after you in a trice ; we turn down this 
way, and will not be late for tea. By-bye for 
the present." 

"•For the present," responded Charles; 
and they separated. 

In a few minutes more, the youth was at 
home, and as he passed by the parlors he 

looked in on either side, He stopped and, 
entered one, in which he found the object of 
his search ; — his mother was there engaged 
in needle work. She had heard his rap, and 
wheeling round from the end of the sofa, on. 
which she was seated, a little square ottoman. 
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she placed it before her. As tlie well-known 
face peered through the doorway, she re- 
turned his smile ami his greeting, At the 
same time pulling the ottoman a little nearer 
to he.self and motioning him to be seated. 
This was his usual seat, as well when he read 
for her, while she plied the needle, as when 
she conversed with him and opened her dear 
motherly heart. Such was her wont, par- 
ticularly after comforting herself with her 
favorite book, a devout one of St. Francis de 

Sales. 

"Late to-night," she remarked. 

"Yes, mother; to-morrow will be the feast 
of the Annunciation." 

"You have been to Confession, then. 
Thank God, my dearest Charles." Her look 
was peculiarly tender, as she said this. "Just 
now, 1 was thinking of to-morrow's feast, and 
I wish I were as good a mother as Mary." 

The youth laughed lightly, with an ejacu- 
lation, "Oh, mamma!" lie did not care to 
contrast one mother with the other; he 

enjoyed both. 

"Yes, Charles," resumed his mother, "1 
shall go to Communion with you to-morrow. 
You pray for me?" 
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"Dear mc, yes, mamma! I shall offer up 
my Communion for you." The boy's face 
was bright; there was nothing affected, 
nothing "put on," in his earnest expression 
of this offer, as of a really good gift to his 

mother. 

The Latter was deeply moved. She reflect- 
ed on herself, and on her happiness in pos- 
sessing such a son. He had ever been a 
darling object- dear enough in his infancy, 
when she had borne him; still dearer now 
that she had bred him and seen him grow 
clay by day in stature, manliness and virtue. 
I lis features, ever fair, were of themselves a 
silent recommendation. 

But, heretofore, his had been the wax-like 
beauty of childhood. Now, — his mother had 
already 1 observed it,— an air of pensiveness- 
began to sit ii|H»n his brow, removing the 
calm, cloudless, and, perhaps, less impressive 
smoothness of earlier years. Recollections, 
with their deepening shadows, seemed now 
as if being pent up in that bright blue eye, 
taking from Its brilliancy, though adding, it 
is true, to the depth of life behind. The sur- 
face of childhood was changing into the 
depth of manhood; something was lost to 
the outward feature indeed, but it was not 

3 
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lost to the feature as index of the inward 
soul. The traits obscured by his pensive- 
ncss were more than supplied by expressive- 
ness; just as, at times, it happens that a total 
absence of external comeliness is wonderfully 
made up for by a certain richness of soul that 
teems through the countenance. liut what- 
ever it was that had settled in the soul of 
Charles and appeared in his face, it was 
clearly something in the way of a cloud; 
perhaps it was a spring cloud, soon to pass. 
Ifso.it was not the less dark on that account; 
rather the more so, in as much as all before 
had been so bright. 

The mother thought it llitted; and it waa 
beautiful in its effects. Yet it caused a flut- 
ter in her heart to notice in him, at chance 
moments, a sudden start, an abstractedness 
from present intercourse, a quick meaning- 
less motion of the hand, a fidgetiness; and 
"lie would pass his hand over his brow, or 
brush back his hair from his forehead hastily, 

things little in themselves, but much in 

connection," as the mother wisely remarked 
at a later period ; and she was right, for they 
were much in connection, — much, as con- 
trasted with his former habits of sedate mod- 
esty,— much, as taken for signs of something 
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else. The cloud seemed to thicken as time 

advanced. 

At the present moment i!eb y's face was 
serene; yet the mother's thoughts led her 
to the question which she had resolved upon 
before. 

"Charles," she inquired, in a tone of earn- 
estness, "are you quite happy, these times? 
The thought came to me more than once 
that something disturbed you." 

Charles looked her full in the face. He 
sat below her; and his eyes opening upwards, 
and directed full at hers, fascinated her with 
their large round fulness, but still more with 
the plenitude of child-like openness dis- 
played. 

"Of course, mamma, I am contented." 

"Who taught you to frown?" 

"I>o I?" 

" Several times, of late, I believed you did." 

The boy put down his head. His own 
self came before him ; and a wonderful self 
it had begun to appear. He die! not know 
what to make of it. And his mother's ques- 
tion was just now probing that very sell. 

"I don't know, mother, how things are. 
They arc strange. Now I am one thing, then 
another. I don't know what is moving me." 
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"What <\o yon mean, child?" 

"There is something '■» ™<-* that moves my 

heart" 

He looked up, and there was something 
almost piteous in the touch of distress that 
stood now and began to sparkle in those 

eyes bright enough of themselves without 

need of a tear to make them brighter. The 
mother impulsively dropped her work to by 
l\er hand upon the boy's arm, and she bent 
forward to catch every word he uttered. He 
continued slowly : 

"I am flighty, troubled and fidgety. I go" 
—he hesitated,— ''1 go to visit the Blessed 
Sacrament, and I feel relieved; but, when I 
come away, I am again as before. I take up 
one thing— another; nothing in philosophy 
a-'recs with me well but what finds an echo 
in my own breast. There is something; " 

He shook his head in perplexity, looked sad 
and stopped. 

Still more perplexed was the mother. She 
had not dreamt of such an incoherent world 
Within, him as his incoherent speech and 
strangeness of manner both evidenced. She 
sould not, indeed, help feeling a momentary 
catisfaction at the revelation just made of his 
interior life, with the Blessed Sacrament for 
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its centre; but the predominant sentiment 
left by his words was anxiety. 

He had evidently felt that there was some- 
tiling within him which just answered to his 
mother's question. Unfortunately, however, 
it happened that there were many things 
going on within him, and which of these was 
the exact one in question he did not know; 
lie hardly knew the things themselves. 1 lis 
state of mind was really one and simple; the 
prime feature or cause of it would explain 
the whole. But he had not distinguished his 
thoughts and affections into cause and effects. 
I lis mother discerned this in their further 
conversation. 1 le answered her questioning 
with what was uppermost in his mind ; the 
central cause of all his trouble was not upper- 
most; it lay deep. 

Tlic conversation continued. 1 1c expanded 
under his mother's touch; yet his condition 
escaped her probing. Tins fact increased 
her earnestness; it intensified his. He ex- 
panded on all points; yet the central one 
remained untouched, as fifty such might 
remain, in spite of all examining, for the heart 
of man is unsearchable. His mother was 
lain to bcliove that this expansion did surely 
take in that secret. No; not even had he 

3" 
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bnen better known to himself, could \\c. have 
been a fit interpreter to another; for this is 

a jjift which lie alone can 

•• Inspire 
Who i-ouchol l-otoVi baltowed Upi Willi •'»»*•" 

No doubt, before many days are past, ilie 
Lord will give him this, with the light of a 
rood understanding — of wisdom. No doubt: 
for his soul is clearly one that fearcth llie 
Lord. And the fear of the Lord is the be- 
ginning of wisdom. 

For the while, patience ! The mother com- 
forted herself by (ailing back, on her previous 
train of reflections, — lie was a good son. 

Just then a knock was heard at the outer 
door. Charles- observed that he had met 
Edward and Mr. Galveston; both were to- 
arrive soon after himself. The knock was in 
fact theirs; for they passed by the parlor, 
and, though seen through the door which 
Charles had left ajar, did not see the mother 
and sor* 

"You arc different, my dear Charles, from 
Edward. Come up here; sit beside me." 
She motioned him on to the sofa. She used 
to press him to her bosom ; now she laid her 
hand gently on his shoulder, as though the 
revelations of that recent conversation enti- 
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tied him to the respect and reverence due to 
manhood. She continued: 

"lie grew up before yet I knew so well 
in what practical education really consisted. 
And he went free, like a fledgling before its 
time. And he is free — free as," her voice 
faltered, "and no better than the common 
run of young men everywhere around." She 
paused, then resumed; "When I saw him 
turning out thus, I said to myself, and ex- 
pressed it to your father, — may he rest in 
peace! — that you, at least, should not be like 
your brother. And 1 have kept to my word, 
dear Charles; you are not like him." She 
fixed her look upon his countenance. "I 
suppose our young folks would style it, 'tying 
you to my apron-strings.' What do you 
think, son ?" And she smiled. 

"I don't care, mamma," he answered earn- 
estly ; " 1 don't care what they would style it. 
I know what you have done for me; or, 
rather, I shall not know till I am older. Then 
I will thank you, as I try to do now. I will 
do whatever you will have me do, dearest 
mother." 

"He went to Europe— humph !" resumed 
the matron, half musing; "and he took a 
friend with him, — a friend! — or the friend 
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took him. To travel— to finish education! 
What they did during those three months, 
Heaven knows! Charles," she turned ab- 
ruptly to him, "you go to church, and you go 
to school ; you may go farther and lure 
worse !" 

The boy was listening attentively ; but she 
broke off further reflections and said : " Conic 

to tea; they maybe waiting. But stay: you 
know 1 do not admire your brother's conduct 
or company. That is not enough; we should 
try to remould him. Tis hard ; he is grown 
up. But — " and she gazed at the fair 
boy, whose every feature was lit up with 

intelligence and with the moral beauty of 
that fairer soul within. The sun had now 
gone down ; and the last streaks of day alone 
afforded light, excepting such as was likewise 
shed by the uneasy glare of an odd flame 
upon the hearth. The sky, through the win- 
dow* had softened ''into that clear obscure, 
so softly dark and darkly pure." The still- 
ness around was extreme; the breathing of 
her son, whose face was close to hers, alone 
broke the silence around her. And thus, as 
her mind reposed a moment from the activity 
of her reflections, her eyes rested on those of 
her son, her car on the echoes of the last 
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words he had uttered. She saw the bloom 
of life before her in its mantling blush; she 
heard the "gush of music and the voices of 
the young." 

She did not communicate these thoughts, 
but, taking the boy's arm lightly, she went 
with him to the adjoining room. 
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IV 

EDWARD AND MS ™ Kh: - 

FTKR the first salutation, all sat down 
to the tea-table. The company was 
small, consisting of the widowed mother, 
Mrs. Desmond, her two sons, Edward 
and Charles, a daughter, Emily, and Mr. 

Galveston. A few commonplace remarks 

were prompted by courtesy; but it seemed, 
on the whale, that Kdward's friend was a 
visitor who met with little real warmth in that 
family circle. The friendship of which he 
was the object was anything but deep; and, 
if you sought for the reason, you might per- 
haps find that he as a friend was extremely 
shallow. Friendship takes the character of 
its object. None had felt below the surface 
of Mr. Galveston. Of Edward's relations 
with him we may see something later. 

As the meal was coming to a close, — It 
was a plain, simple meal, anil on this occa- 
sion it was gone through drily enough,— a 
34 
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slnrt was given to something in the way of a 
conversation by Edward. Now his manner 
in so doing, and his motive, were quite char- 
acteristic of the man. Mis whole tenor of 
life and mind ran to the opposite pole of 
things from that of Charles. Yet, he was 
somewhat proud of the latter, whom he had 
long before come to look upon as a member 
that did honor to the family by general excel- 
lence. Hdward's own habitual temper of 
mind wasself-conceitcdness in a high degree; 
and the commanding position which Charles 
had won in his esteem, was doubly meritori- 
ous on that account. 

Indeed, Edward was good at heart; the 
badness that was in him had come from with- 
out, working inwards, not from within, out- 
wards. In his «arly life, he had been left 
protty much to his own counsel and direc- 
tion, — a complimentary or honorary kind of 
education, which is very common nowa- 
days; and, as the mother lamented to her 
younger son, his own counsel and direction 
had given him wide field, free scope, a broad 
way that led whither leads the broad way of 
all young folks who choose their own circum- 
stances and associations, — it led amiss. 
Well, his way and motive in going about a 
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conversation with Charles on the present 
occasion, art worth the while spent on observ- 
ing them. It will not take five minutes to 

discern that his menial culture is of a j>icce 
with the rest of the man. lie has, indeed, 
an acquaintance with men and things, — an 
acquaintance about as wide as a map of the 
world, and about as thin too. Into that 
acquaintance has gone the watery substance 

of many a sea, — newspapers, periodicals. 
magazines, etc., — Just as the waters of the 
briny sea go down the throat of a whale. 

The little fish of partial truth which has 
thus come in, lias tome in only to go down 

undigested, and make him indisposed with a 
certain squeamish ncss on matters of faith, 
and a certain wryness of head called scepti- 
cism, or infidelity, To be sure, there is 
something flashy in the individual. So is 
there in tinsel, which, nevertheless, is not 
gold. He will always have the latest news, 

and the newest discoveries, or even the 

oldest, if they will do for tinselling, tie can 
lead any stranger through a golden, pearly 
region of his thoughts, ideas and conceits, as 
a showman through his store, or a Cicerone 
through the Patent Office. Yet, with all his 
powers of show, he will betray a latent aver- 
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sion for being heard more than once by the 
same. Once seen, not forgotten; and there- 
fore not at liberty to repeat himself, without 
being dissected by honest mcn'i logic or cut 

up by common sense. 

Now Edward, this evening, fell across 
Charles, with full intent to shine and use 
Charles for a mirror to himself and others. 
Hut the little fellow was something deeper 
than a mirror. He had set to work in his 
young years. Earnestness and thoroughness 
were his seal on everything that he under- 
took, lie hail received the good seed in 
training at home and training at school, and 
he had sowed it in the virgin soil of his mind. 
This was exposed partly by the good circum- 
stances of liis mother's watchful care, partly 
by his own good sense, to the fresh air of 
good company, and t<> the genial sun of sound 
doctrine. He worked out his boyhood into 
youth, and his youth was now fast ripening in 

the noblest, because the most natural, of all 
occupations— in the thorough development 
of his entire nature. He will not open his 
mouth in presence of others without having 
Learnt how to keep it shut; he will not talk 
much without having learnt how to say little 
well; nor will he stand up to speak before 



3» The Motyto. 

others without having carefully learnt how to 

stand on hk feel. 1 [<■ will speak of what he 
knows; he will know because he has studied. 
He has studied by taking in a little at a time, 
according to his capacity ; ami taking in more 
when his capacity became greater. He has 
not sped through the regions of learning, as 
a traveller over a railroad, stopping at sta- 
tions, inquiring the names, and saying hence- 
forth that he has been there. .Schooled by 
his mother in the way of virtue and manners; 
developed physically by healthful bodily 
exercis-es; adorned with the accomplishments 
that lend grace to the person and enjoyment 
to society; unfolded mentally by a thorough 
collegiate course; he is already what few 
others are, but what many would fain be 
thought to be — bright .and deep. 

Edward has already begun the conversa- 
tion with him, meaning him to play second, 
himself playing first. 
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WAS thinking, I suppose," said Charles, 
in answer to a question of his brother, 
"about school and school matters." 
"You hail your eyes hard fixed on 
the ground, as if there was no one within a 
mile of you ; and you were walking as briskly 
as if there were a regiment after you. But 

what are your class-matters, these days?" 
And as Edward spoke, he pushed 3iis cup 
and saucer gently away, signifying that he 
had done with the table; and he removed 
his chair to face the fire, while his bland 
question intimated something of what next 
he wanted to do. He served Galveston and 
himself with cigars, saying: 
"Has mother or sissy any objection?" 
"None whatever, Edward," answered the 
lady. "Knjoy yourselves."" 

"Hut we shall not enjoy ourselves, if you 
mean to withdraw" 

39 
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"We will not, Edward : Emily 1ms her 

work-table lu;rc, and 1 shall busy my fin-crs 
with something." 

The mother and daughter sat a little retired 
from the fire, to the right of which Edward 
took his place, Galveston on the loft, and 
Charles was left more or less between. The 
latter did not feel much disposed for conver- 
sation, whether learned or light; his mother's 
interview with him had quite subdued the 
tone of his mind into a spirit of thoughtful- 
ness and silence. Upon Ins countenance, so 
regular in its outlines, sat the expression of 
impassive reserve. He answered his bro- 
ther's question by saying simply: 

'T have been studying the question of Free 
Will, Edward" 

"What learned matters!" observed sister 
Emily to her mother. 

"It sounds big," answered Charles, "but, 
dear me! it only explains the Catechism you 
and I used to learn, Emily." 

"Yes, yes!" remarked Edward, with a 
weighty movement of the head and a puff 
from the cigar, and with the air in general 
of one who had embarked on a difficult, but 
not unfamiliar subject; "1 have read a good 
deal on that point, at one time or another." 
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Me might have said the same of every 
other point. 

" But, Charlie," asked Emily, "what is it, 
in our old catechism, that your learned phi- 
losophy explains ?" 

"A good many things, Emmy. For in- 
stance, whether we have a free will at all." 

■ Oh I" she laughed merrily. " I knew that 
long ago! Of course, we have a free will. 
And you told me once I had a pretty strong 
one. I know that without philosophy." 

Charles confessed that he did too. lie 

inwardly thought the tale of his own con- 
science proof enough that all man's life is 
turning on the hinge of Free Will. The 
straits and pinchings of his conscience, and 
the whole warfare of a life upon earth seem 
conclusive enough. Or else, why does the 
conscience pinch if he is not in fault? and 
how can he be in fault, if, instead of the 
right, he has not freely done something 
wrong ? 

It happened, too, at this moment, that his 
lively imagination painted before him a cer- 
tain Heart, crowned with thorns and crimson 
as the setting sun. Those thorns seemed 
the effect of Free Will,— of the Free Will 
which in man had gone astray, and would 

4' 
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have wandered for eternity, if yonder Heart 
had not struggled after ii, and carried man's 
griefs a nd absorbed his love in Itself. 

This momentary reflection, indistinct in its 

outlines, was, in its effect, like the spell of a 
pleasant memory—softening, soothing, throw- 
ing him back into the atmosphere lie had 
breathed a while before. He turned to his 

sister and said impressively: 

" Do you remember those words of the 
catechism: 'God made me to His own image 
and likeness, and this likeness is in my soul, 
because my soul is a spirit ?* And those 

other words: 'As in one God there are three 
Persons, so, in my one soul, there are three 
powers, my memory, my understanding, and 
my will?' It is wonderful how much a child 
knows, when it knows its catechism!" 

" Yes, Charles," observed Mrs. Desmond, 
"if it only understood as- much as it knows." 

Galveston here remarked, in a polite man- 
ner: "Our young friend," meaning Charles, 
"evidently understands more (ban he says," 

*' Oh, not at all I" replied the young scholar, 
quickly. " I referred to what is only the 

result of a little study and reflection, that 
God knows and wills and is free to make a 
world or unmake it; so man, in his own litde 
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way, has a mind and a will, for he is a spirit, 
and is free, accordingly, to do or undo, just 
as lie likes; and to make his fortune for 
eternity." 

"Well, that is a noble view, at all events," 
said Galveston, graciously. 

The other answered : *' I imagine that tlie 
Maker of the world meant, in forming us, to 

draw a picture of Himself, — the Maker of the 
world, do I say? As if I were a free-mason, 
who will speak only of the Architect of the 
Universe ! 

"Oh, my dear Charles," observed his 
mother, smiling, " we shall never mistake you 
for a free mason!" 

"Thank you, mother; and indeed I am 
only a school-boy when I say, that I imagine 
our good God bending over a tablet, on 

which I le is going to paint us. The tablet 
is nothing, and not a tablet at all ; it is pure 
nothing, out of which He is going to make 
something." 

"Well, how does He do it?" asked Emily. 

"1 don't know, sissy; only that he touches 
off a stroke on the blank vacancy, and He 
thereby causes something to be. If He 
strikes off a couple of strokes, or a dozen, 
or a hundred, 1 le thereby draws a much more 
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perfect portrait of Himself; for every line is 
an image of sonic holy perfection of ] lis own. 
His perfections are infinite; so He can draw 
an infinite number of pictures. This 1 know, 

th&t spirits, — a soul, for instance, — are the 

highest -order of Divine portraiture. That is 

why we make so much of bcin^ created liv- 
ing souls, because we are made thereby in 
His own kLngly image and likeness." 

"Well, Charles," put in Mr. Galveston, 
" you remind me of something I saw in Paris, 
Do you remember," he turned to Edward, 
"our visiting dial portrait-gallery?" 

The person thus addressed, answered 
briefly that he was not sure he did remem- 
ber. 

"At all events," continued the other, "you 
may not have observed a thing which at- 
tracted my notice. A gentleman was sitting 

there for his portrait. The artist drew the 
first draught with a crayon ; and the outlines 
thus sketched corresponded well enough 
with the general cut of the face. Then he 
made several rapid strokes, here and there, 
and really, it was marvellous to see several 
new features stand out upon the spot; there 
was now such an identity of face between 
what was there on the canvas and what was on 
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the man, Yet, thus far, observe, it was only 
by lines that the face Iiad been executed. 
But I could readily form an estimate of what 

the painting would become, when, like the 
paintings on die walls, and like that portrait 
of Miss Emily over Edward's head, it should 
become colored, tinted, and shaded, relieved 
and contrasted. This is the idea, Charlie, 
which you give me, as your theory of crea- 
tion." 

"You (latter mc, Mr. Galveston," said the 
youth, laughing; "you make me seem quite 
learned. But, really, 1 only know my cate- 
chism, as docs Emily there." 

"But, saving her presence," said the gen- 
tleman, "I do not think she could puzzle you. 

Could you. Miss?" 

"Perhaps I could," she said, with a jealous 
toss of licr head. "Tell me, Master Charles, 
how so many things can be made out of 
nothing ?" 

"Tell me, Misa," answered he, nothing 
daunted, "how so many lines can be drawn 



on canvas: 



?" 



"Oh, answer my question first!" she cried. 
And the company laughed at the thrust and 
parry. 

" I'll answer my own first," he said. "An 
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artist can draw fifty lines, and the reason is— 
in the power of his elbow I" She was ihe 
first to enjoy the conceit. lie went on: "It 
is an easy tiling, even for man's slender 
power, to draw an infinity of lines. Indeed, 
is it not harder for him to draw the same: 
curve a second time, than to make fifty 
attempts, all turning out different? Now, for 
you r question, Hilimy: it must be easy, from 

the stand-point of Almighty Power, to create 
any number o>f creatures; among them man, 
having a spirit as lively as yours, and a body 
as—" 

" Ah, Charles," she said, with mock gravity, 
"you know how to get out of a difficulty.'" 

" And you, sissy, know how to get into 
one." 

" How is that ?" she ejaculated with alarm. 

The mother, amused, looked inquiringly 
at Charles. 

1 le explained: " You were playing the 
piano to-day, while I was listening." 

"Was that all?" she exclaimed, with an 
expression of relief. 

"She is often in that fix," observed Ed- 
ward. 

"0, that ts not all," resumed Charles. 
"But what did I hear! You ran parts of one 
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measure into parts of another, without time 
or patience, without rhyme or reason." 

" My fingers were cold," she said, in excuse. 

"1 dare say they were; and your ardor for 
playing - was not very warm, I suppose. At 
any rale, see this, sissy; you could strike 
melody out of dumb notes, and put music 
into them by stoppages and rests, no less 
than by time and measure ; do you ask me, 
now, how so many things can be made out 
of blank nothing, when our good God is the 
artist, and He, much more than you, not only 
puts time and measure into things, and a 
kingly image into the highest, but intervals 
and spaces between them?" 

" Excellent ! Charlie," exclaimed Galves- 
ton. 

" Emily," said Mrs. Desmond, smiling, "you 
had better attend lo your work arid leave 
Charlie alone." 
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HARLES had been developing hissuo- 
ject and developing himself at one and 
the same time. He had never before 
seen the matter so well for himself as 
now, when endeavoring to make others see. 
Meanwhile, the calm of that March evening 
had become ruffled by a breeze, and the 
breeze had waxed till it blew a gale and 
whistled in (he chimney-top, making the 
draught of their cheery fire stronger and its 
brightness brighter. In the glare of die fire 
shone the elegant wall-paper round the apart* 
ment, here deepening i"to a lurid crimson, 
and there refining into an alabaster-like 

whiteness. Over the fire-place licked the 
golden lime-piece, and just now it rang out 

eioht o'clock. The mirror over the mantel- 
piece gave back the countenances of all in 
the room. The mother and sister were most 
retired from the fire, and, like the matrons 
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and virgins of more hol>- limes than ours, 
Sanctified their hours with the work of their 
hands, and sanctified themselves with the 
hours that they thus -worked. Charles sat 
by the same table with them, but nearer the 
fire, and his face, as he conversed, was suf- 
fused with color, partly through the glow of 
warmth from within, partly through that from 
without. Edward sat at his right hand, facing 
Mr. Galveston on the left. 

The wind whistled in the chimney-top; 
the clouds were seen through the window 
driving from the east over a sky previously 
so pure. Did the mother recall her reflec- 
tions on that beautiful sky of the early even- 
ing, and perhaps her comparison of its spot- 
less azure with the spotless character of her 
son ? Was she in the act of shuddering at 
the thought, that as the one had already 

become clouded, so might the other be ? Or, 
was it thai the breeze may have borne on its 
win#s tidings from the far-off east,— tidings 
under the shape of presentiment, a gloomy 
foreboding that something might have takon 
place in the regions which that wild wind 
swept,— might have taken place and con- 
cerned her, — concerned her and was un- 
known to her? Was it one of these thoughts 
1 
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or none of them that made her look u\t 
towards the mantel-piece, when a gust more 
violent than any was heard without, and then 
made her drop her head lower on her 
embroidery and work on in pensive silence? 
We know notj but it so happened that, on 
the same evening* an Atlantic steamer from 
Europe to America was sailing in mid-ocean; 
and a person intimate with the family, am 
uncle of Kdward and Charles, was aboard of 
her. The bright evening had allured all the 
passengers out from the cabins, and the calm 
glassy surface of the water did so far reas- 
sure even the most timid, that; when his 

majesty the sun went down, none felt inclined 
to follow. The moon, near her full, was 
already in die sky, and she kept the twilight 
lingering, till it changed into her own silvery 

haze, that lit up the horizon around. But 

now one and then another fleeting cloud 
passed over her disc, and under the shadows 
thereof the waters lost the brilliant reflection, 
and became ruflled with a rising breeze. 
The ship gently leaned over, admitting the 
influence. She cleaved the waters mean- 
while, and over and above the luiin of voices 
round about him on the quarter-deck, our 

friend could ever hear the seething waters, 
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that divided before the ship's bow and were 
left foaming on either side of her; and faf 
behind they kept trailing after her in the 
snowy wake, which, like a moonlit glory of 
her own. never deserted her. 

The night was splendid. Even amid the 
scenes of nature's -wildest havoc and devasta- 
tion, how our traveller felt ac home with 
mother nature m that night's harmless ma- 
jesty! The world which he had left and the 
world to which he was going both seemed 
to be standing round the horizon and gazing 
in mutual amity on this calm and restful 
"cradle of the deep." 

The scene was enough to inspire confi- 
dence. Amid agents so terrible, now lulled 
into a repose so profound, the soul felt the 
influence of a sweet spell stealing over it,— 
the charm of a confiding trust,— as if it lay 
under the hand of One far mightier than 
clouds and sea,— One who could command 
the winds and waves and they obeyed, " No 
wonder," thought our friend, "no wonder 
there should be found men. yes, whole bands 
of men, who in the spirit of such confidence 
as here is inspired.— confidence in God and 
in the creature that obeys Mis Will— listen. 
readily to heaven's call, leave house anJ 
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country, abandon father and mother; and in 
this spirit of deep confidence go into whatso- 
ever land shall In: shown them, go with staff 
in hand, an emblem of tin: Lord whom [hey 
lean upon, go without scrip or purse, and 

perhaps without a sandal under foot; for no 

doubt they hear, as they go, the song of 

angels who are hovering round their path: — 
'How fair on the mountains are the feet of 

them that evangelize peace, that evangelize 
good things' ! " And yonder moon, that 
soiled as securely in the sombre paths of the 
sky as the good ship below in the pathless 

tracks of the deep, seemed to bear witness 
and give sanction to his thoughts with the 
seal of her light from above; and she lit up 
every nook and corner, and followed every 
motion and action on board of that mighty 
wanderer over the fathomless ocean. 

The ship leaned over to the rising wind, 
but now no longer to recline. The waves 
rose swelling under the stiffening breeze, and 
the ship leaned over and leaned back, and 
rolled majestically. Passengers felt unsteady 
and went below. 

The swelling waters became crested with 

angry, foaming tops, and the moon slowly 
withdrew her countenance, hiding it totally 
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behind a thick cloud, which now hung out 
over the horizon far and wide. Darkness 
closed the good ship in, and ii seemed fraught 
with thunder and lightning, as if by contrast 
to deepen the gloom; and the billows began 
to play with her, and rose higher than her 
sides, frowning over her stern, and fell down 
again far below her propcllor, leaving it to 
dance a useless whirligig in the air. 

The brave remnant of the gay evening 
party became very scarce. But our friend 
still held out on deck; he never liked the 
air down below; he preferred the life of 
winds that " blew and cracked their cheeks." 
Nor was he alone, as he sat mu filed up beside 
the quarter-deck skylight. Two gentlemen, 
who walked arm-in arm, had not been stirred 
out of their beat, even by the increasing 
unsteadiness of the rolling ship. Another 
person, too, stood hard by, solitary, keeping 
the night watch ; he was observing the bin- 
nacle, in which the compass marked the 
ship's course. Five years before, he was 
well known to Mr. Desmond, who now sat 
by the skylight; he was well known to Ed- 
ward also. But the light from the binnacle 
betrayed his features now to no one ; he was 
not observed. There was on his counten- 

4* 
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ance, otherwise delicate-looking, a pallor and 
a wanness, which now, in the light of the 
lamp, jjavc his features tin: hue of death. 
The darkness was thick; ilie waves were 

tempestuous ami roaring:, as they surged 
round the sides; but by no oilier sounds 
were ilie reveries of our two solitary friends 
broken, save by certain snatches <>l the con- 
versation which the couple of gentlemen, 
marching up and down, carried on as they 
ma relied. Very probably, these snatches 
would not have attracted their notice at all, 
but that n familiar name was dropped: 

"Kdward Desmond is his name, you say?"' 
inquired one of the couple. 

"So; as I read the order of — " the vessel 
lurched heavily, and the speaker was cut 
short by his own attempt to keep his footing'; 
he made a wild grasp at the quarter-railing 

"At the city of — ?" 

«<C- " rejoined the other, curtly. Again 

she rolled over. Our friend beside the sky- 
light, found himself, in the twinkling of an 
eye, lodged many feet away, at the slip's 
side. The two perambulators roared with 
laughter, as they discerned the mishap dimly 
through the darkness; and forthwith they 
beat a hasiv retreat down the gangway. 
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Our maltreated friend recovered himself as 
quickly as possible, and left the winds and 
waves to play with other victims than himsc i. 
And the lightning (lashed over the lonely 
sailor, who stood by the compass. He 
shivered in the keen blast of the east wind. 
He had friends, but some were far away; 
and one, who had just now been so near, 
was not recognized, nor had recognized him. 
Far away that night, Edward, his old com- 
panion, and Charlie, an acquaintance of his, 
were seated by the cheery fire, in the family 
circle, more cheery still. Charlie, in the 
bloom of youth, and in the enjoyment of bril- 
liant talent, was just then expanding under 
the genial smile of his mother and friends. 
His learning had all the freshness of youth, 
his wit the ingenuousness of a child. Hut 
the forlorn sailor, far away on the high sea, 
stood at his post; and the wind and die rain 
played with him as their own. 

The gentleman, meanwhile, had reached 
the bar" down below; and, as he passed, 
heard one of the couple, who preceded him, 
order "a bottle of the best Scotch" into the 
saloon. Next morning, rising betimes, he 
saw the pair stretched at full length over in 
a corner; their appearance bespoke little 
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self-control at (he time that they had thrown 
themselves upon the couches, There was 
some f/(/';w on the table beside them; more 
than oner glnss went to form the ruins ; and 
several bottles 3ay empty beside them, Else- 
where than overhead had the winds and 
waves played a trick or two. 

We shall return, after a while, to the mem- 
bers of this seafaring party. 




VII. 

THE FINGER OF GOD. 

IT may have been presentiment that 
.J weighed down the mother's heart that 
-r* night, — presentiment of the kind which 
a spirit, whether good or evil, may instil. 
The party around her was bright and gay. 
Edward alone looked sombre, and puffed 
his cigar; then, taking 1 it from his mouth, 
mused and puffed again, gazing intently at 
the glowing coals, as if he told his fortune 
there. Galveston was passing merry re- 
marks with Charles and Emily. The eyes, 
of the young lady were on her crochet-work, 
but now and then they sparkled with a flash 
at Charles; who, intrepid as was. his wont, 
did battle with her, and though not always 
victor, still won honor by his bravery. His 
fingers were engaged meanwhile in the pages 
of a book. And so the moments passed. 

Hut the presentiment of the mother 
weighed upon her spirit, as the sigh of the 
wind was heard without. Her Angel Guar- 
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dian, or that of her son Edward, may have 
been whispering in her ear. An. evil was 
brooding over the house, and was borne 
along;, as ii were, in those fitful gusts °l" tlie 
cast wind The undo of Edward, abroad 

that night on the high seas, hoard the name 

of Edward Desmond in the mouths of 
strangers, — and such strangers they were! 
The. mother's car seemed to catch the same 

sound. It was an angel's whisper. 

A knock at the house-door interrupted 
her reverie and the conversation of the 
others. The servant, who answered thu 
knock, came wills the new-comer to the sit- 
ting- room. 

" Master James Lambeth, ma'am," she said, 

introducing Charles' college friend, and our 
acquaintance of the early evening. 

He saluted the members of the company, 
and while Charles gave him a chair, relieving 

him of his hat and gloves, James said to Mrs. 
Desmond: "I am lace, but I thought it better 

to come even now than not at all, anil so 
break my promise to Charlie." 

The lady answered cordially that she was 
happy to see him at all hours and at any 

time. 

" For auld lang syne, to be sure," tnc ser- 
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vant familiarly remarked. She was an old 
domestic, had seen both Edward and Charles 
in theif cradles, and could speak freely, with 
the privilege of age and many services. "For 
auld King syne, I like to see master James' 

face — and for Charles' sake." 

"And I am sure/' said Charles to his 
friend, "that we arc glad for one another's 
sakes." 

"But, Charlie, you know you brought mc 
here on a mercenary motive this evening; 
you wanted to favor me with a talk." 

"Ah!" exclaimed Emily, "docs he give 
you a talk now and then, as he docs to 

others?" 

James laughed. The mother informed 
him that the young lady was stifcl excited 
after some skirmishes with her brother. 

James said gravely that he did not think 
he could safely stand by Charles, if he was 
called upon to stand as champion against 

him. 

This pleased the young lady much ; and 
she said forthwith : " Well, please put some 
question that will puzzle him." 

"Oh!" he exclaimed, "that would, at least, 
be cruel in such company, if, indeed, possi- 
ble." 
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"Tut! lut!" answered the vindictive sister. 

"Hut I ilid come," resumed James, "to 
ask Charles how he understood a certain 
difficulty about Free Will." 

-"The very thing lie was showing off in!" 

"Indeed, Miss. Well, the difficulty was, 
how, when we arc always on the quest for 
good thing's, we take what »s absolutely bail; 
for sin is bad." 

"There!" exclaimed the triumphant sister. 

"Oh! I did not mean to give him this nut 
to crack; only to discuss it with him," said 
Janus, as lie smiled at his friend. 

Charles answered ; "Joking aside, I caught 

hold of a proverb the other day, and applied 
it thus. The proverb was: 'A hird in the 
hand is worth two in the bush! 1 Is not that 

SO?" 

"Yes." 

"Now, it is certain that the two in the 
bush are, in themselves, worth more than 
the one in the hand. Yet for him who has 
the one and has not the two, the one m the 
hand is rightly said to be worth the two in 
the bush." 

"Very well." 

"Come on, now; tnc same one in the hand 
is worth three in the woods, four on the 
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in itain top, a dozen on the sea, a hundred 

in New Zealand, eh? You agree. Nay, is 
not that one in the hand worth the whole 
world, if you have a great appetite and have 
the bird, and have net the whole world?" 

"Very, very true, Charles," said his 

mother. 

"Now, Emmy," continued he, "do you 
remember the story of Esau selling his birth- 
right for a mess of pottage ?" 

"Perfectly well." 

"That birthright was a great thing; out 
just then it seemed immeasurably far off— his 
eyes wore so weak from hunger— he could 
not see it well. But he did see his brother's 
jwjttage quite well; he was within eating 
distance of that. So what did he do, feeling 
his hunger, seeing lits brother's pottage, and 
not seeing his birthright ? 1 »e bartered his 
birthright for the pottage. And so man 
barters God for a trifle, for some creature 
which -will glut the hungry maw of some 

desire." 

James was deeply interested, and took up 
the thread of Charles' thought: ^'So, if a 
man have the hungry maw of avarice or the 
like, and his head almost dizzy with passion 
and his eyes quite weak-sighted, and God 
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is apprehended only distantly, vaguely, by 
the scratched warrant of poor reason, then 
he is in great danger of taking his neighbor's 
goods and setting God aside." 

"That is my idea, James; you evidently 

approve of it. You remember the- story of 
Penelope and her hundred suitors, while 
Ulysses, her true husband, was. absent, and 
was supposed lo l*e dead. The story goes, 
that, after the fall of Troy, Ulysses was 
tossed about, for many years, on the high 
sea and on land. Hut at length he found 
his way hack to his island kingdom. He 
was not recognized ; so, unobserved himself, 
he observed what was going on. A hundred 
suitors were soliciting the favor of Penelope's 
hand. She was rejecting them. At last, in 
despair of ever being freed from her tormen- 
tors, she consented to leave the matter to 
the decision of the gods or chance; and the 
means lo be adopted was this: The bow 
which her true husband had used, was an 

immense one; no ordinary warrior could 
draw it. Let the suitors stand forth, and 
whoever should make the best attempt at 

shooting with L'lysses' bow, the same should 
have her hand. The agreement was made; 
and the suitors stood forth on the day of 
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(rial. But a stranger was amongst them. 
They used their best endeavors, one after 
another, to use the ponderous weapon, but 
all in vain; to a man, they failed. At last 
the stranger's turn came. The others, no 
doubt, laughed in his face; his face was not 
the less grave on that account, nor his eye 
the less fiery, as he lifted the bow and — " 

"What did he do?" asked Emmy, breath- 
less with curiosity. 

"He lifted the bow and drew it with per- 
fect ease,, and clang it went! The first arrow 
was lodged in tlie heart of a suitor. On the 
spot another arrow Hew, another and another, 
imtil the flying suitors lay all dead to a man, 
transfixed with the true husband's arrows. 
At the very first draw of the bow, Penelope 
had recognized lier true love and lied to him." 

"That is beautiful!" said Mrs. Desmond. 

"And now, James," the speaker went on, 
"your idea suggests that God is ever near 
us, moving amid the thousand creatures 
which are all soliciting our affections. We 
must learn to discern Him and to reject 
them. And I suppose we may say that lie 
uses His bow as no one else can; He 
stretches it over the heavens, as He expands 
the heavens themselves." 
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"We must recognize Him," said the lady, 
entering earnestly into such a worthy run of 

Christian thought "Remember how He 

walked with the two disciples on their way 
to Knimaus, and 1 le made their hearts burn 

on the way. Ami after supper they remem- 
bered that; and they regretted that they had 

not been mure thoughtful while on their 
journey with Him. So, my dear children," 
she said, with true motherly affection. "God 
is always walking with us. If we arc thought- 
ful, we can feel Him: He makes our hearts 
burn with love at times: His graces arc 
always being shed upon us. The Lord is 
here, an<l we know it not. The Finger of 
God is everywhere!" 

"I read the other day," said James, quiet- 
ly, "a bright description of clouds as they 
mass together in brilliant phalanx; and the 
wind is constantly increasing them with new 
little fleeces, transparent and light and airy. 
These are added on in order, and as the 
mass spreads over the heavens, it appears 
like a magnificent array in serried ranks, and 
when the sun rises they gleam, tinged and 
skirted with brilliancy; when the sun is at 
his height, they are white as driven snow; 
and when the sun sets, they glow as gold 
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never yet glowed; for gold was never heaped 
in such a mass as these numberless bright 
clouds which cover I hat quarter of God's sky. 
Now perhaps, madam," he continued, ad- 
dressing the good lady, "the man who will 
constantly be mindful of God, in the way you 
say, and will do his duty in the daily actions 
which are multiplied by his weeks and his 
years, heaps up in heaven a brilliant mass of 
menu;, ordered and beautiful like that gor- 
geous mass of clouds." 




VIII. 



TIIK CLARE OF I'.USi: SCJF..VCE. 



Jl 



TifllE two young friends resembled one 

another not a little, in the formation of 
their minds and their antecedent train- 
ing. It was certainly a pretty set of 
thoughts which they detailed, Charles was 

indeed younj*. and had seen Little of cither 

life or learning; but he had seen that little 

well, like the "man of one hook" whom other 
men fear. He had, besides, made his acqui- 
sitions productive; he put them out at inte- 
rest, as soon as he made diem his own. He 
brought them into connection, whether for 
contrast or combination, with those that went 
before and with what came alter. Chance 

reflections in the ordinary circumstances of 
life; points that worked themselves out, of 
their own accord, in his thoughtful mind, 
came upon his set daily studies like the 
broken stone which nils up crevices, like the 
66 
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cement which hinds quarried stones, or like 
the cornices on noble walls, to adorn, if not. 
to consolidate. He was excellent soil, and 
Ln the course of a sound education, he had 
received many good seeds, which it was 
instinctively his care to keep ever growing. 
Edward alone was not satisfied. Earlier 
in the evening, he had opened the conversa- 
tion with quite another intent than that of 
being thrown so heavily into the shade by 
the engaging figure and persuasive words of 
a brother, eight years his junior. 'I heir 
mother, too, had risen and seated herself in 
the great arm-chair between himself and 
Charles, evidently in order to be nearer the 
latter; for her motherly heart was fluttering 
-with agreeable surprise. She said some 
simple words, and then, noticing his neck-tic 
disordered, hanging over his open white 

front, she put out her hand, arranging it with 
the ever-busy attention of a fond mother, at 
the same time pronouncing Charles' name. 

" Thank you, mamma," he responded ; and 
his face beamed with pleasure ac the little 
attentions. 

Edward was displeased at the whole round 
of circumstances, trilling as they were, and 
not meant to bear any of the significance 
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which lie attached to them. He threw the 
stump of his second cigar into the lire, say- 
ing : 
■"You say all these things on a very high 

key. Charles." 

"Mow is that, Edward?" asked his brother. 
"What we have: been talking about are mat- 
ters of our Catechism." 

"Many men deny the whole tiling, that we 
are free at all." 

"Oh, but, Edward, you don't go by what 
men say, unless they are qualified to say it. 
If they tell us the earth is round, we believe 
them; they know best. But if the Church, 
for instance, says that man is free, on her 
account alone we should believe her; for she 
knows best in these matters. 

"See, Charlie, 1 have witnessed more of 
men and things than you; and I have learned 
that, of the things which go about as certain 
doctrine, many men admit but a fraction ; 
and others admit what they do, only to find 
out their mistake. Our minds must be free 
and untrammelled on these points, not bound 
to fit into a certain framework, — to be saddled 
with the truth, whether they will or no. The 
enjoyment of liberty is the first condition of 
mental soundness." 
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"Liberty!" echoed Charles, a little warmly; 
"there is such a thing as libertinism. Arc 
you speaking of — 

"What are you speaking of?" interrupted 
Edward, sharply, "Will you please take 
what I say. I speak in the terms of a watch- 
word that means something — not your de- 
votees' mottoes, nor any other narrow- 
minded principles — tall them Christian prin- 
ciples, or high perfection, or dub them what 
you like. See, Charlie, I tell you all the 
outcome of your so-called perfection does. 
not reach the starting-point o-f modem 
enlightened men. Their starting-point is this 

Man's Dignity! which observe, which 

keep, which cherish, along with your reason 
independent and your morals free!" 

Charlie here tried to put in a word; but 
the otlier ram on: 

"This is their starting-point; and their 
goal is Liberty ; and their watchword is 
Liberty; and of this I speak. Ira the words 
of its apostles, the ship of destiny is moving 
over the waters, and a breeze is filling her 
sails; whence slie comes and Whither she 
goes, we know not; for the spirit breathes 
where it will. But the ship moves on 
towards bliss, and the land of liberty — with 
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a free press, free thought, rights of man, 
Woman's rights, rights of children — " 

"And whore are their duties?" exclaimed 
Charles. 

" My dear son," said Mrs. Desmond, with 
considerable surprise of no agreeable kind, 
"where did you imbibe those ideas?" 

Edward looked at his mother; his face 

was flushed. On meeting her glance, his 
eyes fell, and he resumed his former quiet 
posture. But the rejoinder of Charles 
excited him again: 

" That talk of yours makes me think of the 
transcendental Bancroft." 

"Look here, Charlie," he resumed with 
some asperity, "you have live queerest 
notions I did ever — I would advise you to 
study nature more and your books less. 
That is, travel, and see, and taste, and have 
experience of men and things. Doesn't 
your 1 Iorace say it — CJsus te pfnra docebti; 
an ounce of experience is worth a pound of 
your book-lore. Travel with eyes open to 
nature's open leaves, and refuse to read no 
leaf that lies open, or by any means can be 
laid open. Less of your printed Catechism, 
and more of nature's broad unwritten one. 
Study men, not their sayings; study the 
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living, not books which are dead. And you 
will find that there is more whitewash in the 
tabernacles of your devotees, than there is 
varnish in all our common-sense halls of 
modern progress put together. The ship 
of Destiny and Progress on the waters f Eh, 
my boy ?" 

Charles rose quickly and took a weekly 
paper from the sideboard, saying, as he did so: 
" Edward, if I were more used to the cant 
of modern times, my ears might now be less 
offended. As things are" — he looked Ed- 
ward in the face as he resumed his seat, 
saying — " you shock me ! Here is the weekly 
often days ago, March 15th. Your words 
are such an exact echo of what I read in the 
extract of a book reviewed here, — allow me 
to favor the contpafty with it." 

"What is ihc book, Charles?" asked his. 

mother, as the youth unfolded the paper. 

James looked over his friend's shoulder, as 

the latter went on: 

"The book reviewed is entitled: 'The 

Gospel of the World's Divine Order; or, 
Free Religious Thoughts.' That is, the 
author considers himself the evangelist of a 
new and true Gospel ; and his thoughts are 
quite free — free unto disease, the disease of 
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a morbid intellect's licentiousness. Shall i 
read the extract? 1 " 

" Do, son," said his mother; and while all 
listened, he read: 

"'When shall the churches' Sabbath bells, 

ringing gladness and joy, call us to a higher, 
purer worship than that which we now have 

— a purer worship, in which the book of God 
— not Moses' or Paul's writings, but this all- 
glorious world and man — shall be explained 

to the intellect and affections, by men accom- 
plished in literature and science, men who 
are therefore true religious teachers. Those 
men or that church, which, instead of preach- 
ing the Cross ami its sad doctrines, shall 
bring to the pulpit, the prison, the Bower and 
the rock, the works of the poet, the historian 
and the philosopher, . . . will take rank with 
the people's leaders and best benefactors.' 
Now, what do you think of that? Mother, 
is DOt that man — lo use a dreadfully strong 

word — is not that man Irasfthcmin .; .'" 

The lady, sadly shook Ikt head, lamenting 
such daring impiety. For a moment there 
was silence, which Edward broke, saying : 

" Charles, you go on the principle, 'Throw 
mud; some will slick.'" 

" These men are knee-deep in mud, That 
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man, who writes so, is of England ; he studies 
nature's open book! We had another man 
in tlu's city, last month ; he was, and is an 
American. He preached or lectured on 
'Man and Money.' My attention was called 
to the lecture by our professor. The news- 
paper reported it accurately. And the rev- 
erend preacher of the Gospel thought in his 
lecture that, — well, to sum it up briefly, he 
thought, somewhat freely, with that Liberty 
which you prize so much. He had thought 
much in his time, as our professor said, but 
it was out of the way; as a man may run fast 
and far, yet be on the wrong track; or sing 
well and be quite out of tune. For he said, 
among- other things, that Christ had indeed 
pronounced God and mammon to be irrecon- 
cilable, but thai he (Rev. preacher!) thought 
Otherwise* For Our Lord did not mean pre- 
cisely that which He said. But wliat He did 
mean was that while mankind was in its 
lower and weaker slate, it could not worship 

God and mammon together; just as on« in 
the state of childhood cannot do what men 
may do. Hut this state of weakness is not 
to last always. By-and-by, when the fire is 
past the stale of kindling, you may throw on 
armfuls and armfuls of wood, that would have 
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smothered and destroyed it at the beginning. 

So, by-ancl-by, when mankind is past the 
time of small things ami feeble tilings, you 

may ih row on pleasure and wealth and honor 
and influence, and all those manly things 
■which we sigh for and aspire to, but which 
would have smothered and destroyed Chris- 
tianity at the beginning. The time will come: 
when men can be lovers of pleasure and yet 
lovers of God. Our preacher finds all this 
out by looking at 'the design' — such were his; 
words — 'of Divine Providence in reference 

to this world, in order to ascertain the truth 
of the matter.' One who docs not look at 
things thus, will be at a loss to know why a 
law, which has made the pursuit of pleasure 
sinful from the time of Adam downward, 
should be reversed in the good time coming. 
But pray observe, that one who does not 
look at things in the same way as our 
preacher, had better not put such a question 
to one wh» does; it would he presumption. 
Therefore money-making without spiritual 
profit, worshipping mammon without lessen- 
ing the worship of God, will be one of the 

grand developments in mankind's perfect 
state ; and meanwhile money-making is one 
of the means thereto, — a means of grace and 
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eminently so,— a divine ordinance, and part 
of that general scheme of religion of which 
speculative theology (so he spoke) is only a 
part. The reverend preacher's own wants, 
in the way of money, exceed his income, he 
said. His income is estimated at from 
$30,000 to $40,000 a year. Therefore he 
has a stronger incentive to use the means of 
grace than another, whose wants did not 
exceed his income; why? because he is more 
strongly incited to go after money. There 
Edward," concluded the youth, with a laugh, 
" there is an example of Liberty or Progress, 
Reason independent and morals free f Dress 
the doctrine up as one likes, — the tail still 
betrays that it is of the brute order, and no 
reasonable thing." 

James and Galveston laughed. 

Charles observed again: "That preacher 
does not keep the counsels. 

" Cou nsels ! command merits ! " ejaculated 
Edward. "Tell me, why is it that some 
people cannot keep the commandments?" 

"Cannot keep them?" echoed Charles, 
"Of course they can." 

"I say they can't," reiterated the other. 
" 1 have known men who cannot keep some 
of the commandments!" 
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"You bive&u>Z0H such?" inquired Emily, 
looking at hjm with her two bright eyes, and 
flavoring her words with sisterly indignation. 

"Aye, Miss, if it please you," answered 
her brother, with a sneer. The young lady 

spoke to him no more that niylit. He went 
on: 

"What of tnese? Arc they damned for 
what they could not help? Is the compass- 
needle condemned, which, whether you will 
or no, ever points to the north? Is the 
stone condemned, which, will ye, nill ye, still 
falls to the earth ?" 

"Oh, Edward, what shocking reasoning! 

A stone falls the same way, because it does 
not know better, — it docs not know worse — 
it knows nothing — it has no mind — and so 
no will. But men! enlightened men, of 
modern Progress! have they no mind? Tut! 
tut! A compass-needle looks only one way, 
but a man knows fifty ways; and perhaps 
only one of them is ng-nt 

"And pray," retorted the other, "if he 
meets a stone there, and loses his footing 
and falls — if he meets an occasion which 
demands complaisance, ami In: yields — who 
placed the occasion? Why, his nature, or 
chance, or whatever yon like to call it, that 
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works behind the scenes and pulls the wires 

and upsets him ; and you want to make a 
scape-goat of him ! Where is your know- 
ledge of man and the world?" 

"Really, Edward, excuse me if I have 
offended you by my manner; but one word 
more. A man can be blind and slavish when 
lie will. When he can see the nature of sin, 
— as every one can, — and won't see, he is 

blind, and becomes the slave of sin. As 
that poor man yesterday, if indeed he was in 
his senses — who went up the monument, and 
wilfully shutting his eyes to what he was 
going to do, jumped off. You cannot call 
that Liberty. It is sheer slavery. They 
don't know what they are about; yet about 
it they go — into the unknown, like the chaos 
which Milton describes. 'What is unknown 
goes for magnificent.' And meanwhile, they 
desert their conscience and their duty ; they 
make a solitude there and call it peace !" 

The mother rose; James, too. There 
was a general breaking-up of the party. 
Charles took James' hand in his, and said in 
an undertone : 

"My dear James, believe ine, 1 am sorry 
to have given you so much trouble this even- 
ing, and to so little inmost. You have 
7' 
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been condemned to what I do not like, — to 
be a listener to a disagreeable dispute," 
And, as he said this, it was clear Irom his 
changed manner that anything but hot en- 

thusiam was ruling him at present; he was 
dejected at his own want of self-control. 

James answered: "Don't mention it; but 

I have witnessed in you a power of thought 
and fancy which I never dreamt of, and 
which has done me more jjood than a long 
discussion with you could have clone." 

Mrs. Desmond remarked to James: "It is 
after nine o'clock, and you have a long way 
to go. Many thanks for the attention you 
have shown my Charles. I trust you will 
soon drop in again and carry out the pur- 
pose with which you called this evening." 

James said that he would, thanking Mrs. 

Desmond for her kindness; promised Charles 
to meet him next morning early, about the 
college; and taking leave of the company 
present, proceeded to the house-door with 
Charles and his mother, to both of whom he 
bade good -night there 
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IX. 
nt 

THE KEYNOTE WANTING. 



'HARLHS retired to his room without 
revisiting the scene of his discussion. 
It was a scene too full now of the spirit 
called remorse, which he felt stinging 
him for liis want of self-command, — that use- 
ful spirit which goes alx>ut doing good, — ■ 
that spirit whose vocation it is to draw good 
out of evil, and one which, though not gentle 
to the touch, is yet benign m its intentions, 
sweet in its effects. Charles had it upon 
him when he turned aside from the sitting- 
room; it h.-ul followed him thence. 
When Mrs. Desmond returned to tne 

room, Emily had slipped away from the rude 
Edward. The two friends alone remained. 
Edward said to his mother that he desired to 
accompany his friend Galveston some of the 
way home; but he felt bound to subjoin, con- 
sidering; the regularity of the house, that he 
would be back in little or no time. With 

79 
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iliat, Mr. Galveston took leave of the lady, 

and the street door closed behind the couple. 

While stepping across the threshold, Gal- 
veston looked at Edward. The latter hat! 
in his countenance an expression, which, in 
another than Edward, you might style 
demure. The two gained a respectful dis- 
tance from the house before a word was 
interchanged. Hdward pulled out his cigar- 
case. It was late and dark ; he would make 
bold to take a puff out-of-doors, and he 
offered his case that Galveston might do the 
same. Galveston surveyed him again, and 
said quietly 

•'I say, Ned, that is a fine young fellow, 
that brother of yours." 

Edward had just lit a match, but his bot- 
tled-up indignation suddenly expended itself 
on the match and on Charles, at one and the 
same instant; it saluted the match by throw- 
ing it into the gutter, and Charles with — 

"The pert young puppy!" 

" Oh !" ejaculated Galveston, much amused ; 
"but conic now, if you did come off second- 
best, why be so angry ?" 

"Second-best!" gulped lidward. "I gave 
it to him though." 

"1 am sorry," observed the other, "not to 



The Key-note Wanting. 81 

have made his acquaintance sooner. Smart, 
young fellow! Said many fine things." Gal- 
veston looked slyly at Edward as he went 
on: "Honestly and candidly now, I should 
not consider myself, if I were in your place, 
to have got the best of that discussion, 'pon 
my—" 

"Pshaw!" pettishly rejoined Edward. 
"And his mother too — she pets him as if he 
were still in his babyhood. He has turned 
eighteen. They look at one another and 
seem to be shocked; and Emmy is about as 
bad." 

"Kh, but you said things that would shock 
a Hottentot! Where did you yet by heart 
all that cant" — he uttered the word with a 
peculiar emphasis — "about liberty and so 

forth?" 

" Where did I got it! Doy&u ask, Galv?" 
exclaimed Edward, with an honest expression 
of the broadest astonishment on has face. 
•' Well, you have asked and said things worse 
than that. What made you speak this even- 
ing about Paris. 1 thought you were jjoiny 
to let out something- to my mother." 

" How suspicious you are! I had not me 
remotest intention. But in honest faith, Ned, 
that brother of yours is a fine young fellow. 
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1 admire him. I could not help chiming in 
with him. I lc has a head on his shoulders' 1 — 

"Which he knows how to wag !" lid ward 
angrily rejoined. There was a pause. Then 
the last speaker returned in another tone: 

"Well, lie has had an education differeat 

from mine, lie has had nothing else to 

draw off his attention." The speaker seemed 

condoling with himself; Galveston let him 
muse on. "They did not make a summer 
plant of me and put me in a hot-house." He 
meant that his education had not been con- 
ducted entirely at a Catholic school. "One 
has not time for everything now-a-days, 
when there are so many acquirements to 

make. 1 was busy with different things in 
my time. My readings developed much." — 
Much what? Vice? — "I have gone over a 
jfood part of English literature, and read 
many of the writers on philosophy." lie 

had gone over literature for its blossoms and 
its colors, not for its sap, its substance, ami 
its truth; and the blossoms, without the sap, 
had not expanded into fruit. As to philoso- 
phy, he had gone over it and left it as he 
found it — if uncertain, he was none the wiser ; 
if certain, none the happier; if immoral, well, 

lie found itso ; if infidel, he left it so. "Tutl" 
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lie exclaimed, rousing himself; "one can he 
a man without thinking in the same groove 
as oilier men." He knows that there are 
many grooves for thought ; does lie know 
that generally all are wrong except one? 
"A man must be original and independent!" 
Please, gentle reader, let us not think 
otherwise; only observe that Edward means 
something- nineteenth-century-likc here: — he 

means: A man must be original, in thinking 

out a new groove for himself, although a 
wrong one; and must be independent in 
keeping clear of every other groove, even 
though the right one. 

In two words— what Edward was confess- 
ing to himself stood thus: He had made 
plenty of growth — understand, however, that 
briars and brambles went to form part there- 
of. I le had followed many lines of pursuit — 
understand that there were " loo many irons 
in the fire." lie had strung his mind with 
many a chord, each in tune — understand, 
with itself alone, for none accorded welt with 
any other; all were in want of a key-note 
which could regulate them to itself, and so 
regulate them to the rest. One chord then: 
was which Edward had not strung — that was 

between his mind and heart — the chord of 
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practical religion, of faith, of devotion. This 

Iiis education had left unstrung, and, there- 
fore, his arts and his science were out of 
tune; they discoursed no melody; for the 
final note, on which all must rust, was want- 
ing, In the forget fulness of God, all the 

melody of life was forgotten by Edward, as 

it is ever forgotten l>y the world beside. 

" But, Galveston," resumed Edward, " that 
place — Paris! I hate the mention of it 
What do you think will conic of my joining 
that — that — club, you know ? It was the 
thought of this that stirred all my spleen this 
evening, from llie moment you mentioned 
the name." 

"That club, you call it? You ought to 
liiiow, since you joined it." 

"Pshaw! why didn't you keep me out of 
it?" 

' I keep you out of it!" exclaimed Galves- 
ton ; "you are of age to know what you are 

about" 

" Or why didn't you join it along with me?" 

"And /, too," replied the other, curtly, 
"am of age to know what / am about." 

lid ward was put out, and for the twentieth 
time, on this same topic. Galveston con- 
tinued in a serious tone: 
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"Make up your mind to it, Ned, you are 
a free-mason 1" 

"Don't say so!" he was answered in a 
tone of distress, and his arm was grasped 
nervously by Edward's hand. "She gave 
me such a way of looking at those societies 
that I have never lose the impression," The 
speaker was alluding to his mother's early 
training. "You kept out of the thing." 

"Which is the more strange," rejoined 
the other, " as I am only half a Catholic, by 
the father's side alone. And between our- 
selves, Ned, as neither of us is a father yet, 
or ever will be a mother, it is my opinion 
that for purposes of education, of bringing 
up, rearing-, in the most intimate sense of the 
word, the father's side is not the better side 
—the father's half in the gift of breeding is 
not the better half. You or I will be the 
worse half of the two — that's my opinion. 
Your mother — I compliment you — is an 
excellent lady. But cheer up, old boy, those 
societies are not the same in this country as 
in Europe. Liberty! We are free here, 
man !" 

"Galveston, you are trifling. Things are 
not so smooth as they seem." 

" Come in, Ned," 
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They stepped Into an hotel and seated 
tli cm. selves in the coffee-room. There were 
papers on the tabic, and, in frames on the 
wall round, there were various mercantile 
notices. One of these attracted Edward's 
attention; lit; was peculiarly sensitive to> 
announcements of llic kind: 

"Europe. Prom Liverpool, expected at 
New York, the steamer U 1." 

There came- Crowding on his. mind visions 
of free-masons pursuing him, finding him— 

"Ned," interrupted 'the worse half,' "just 
help yourself." 

He did as bidden, and, somewhat com- 
forted, resumed more cheerily; 

" You sec, Galv., I don't feel like myself at 
all, when her eye is upon me. She quite 
cow — awes me. How do you think I an- 
swered him ?-' Evidently his pride had nice 
a fall. 

" Why, I have told you already." 

* Yes, but yon tell me so many things." 

lie sipped. "That Paris prank, for instance 
— and nothing has come of it so far. 

" Wait awhile," replied ihe other, heart- 
lessly. "'Tis time to be off. Good niqht." 

H Good night," and th-ey parted, neither at 
case with himself, neither well mated with 
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the other, or with any one else. They 
agreed in a certain main feature of their char- 
acters — as Pilate and Herod once agreed in 
a certain point of their conduct, to wit: in 
slighting Christ; and they were made friends 
011 that day, whereas before they had been 
enemies. So Edward and Galveston both 
agreed, in that both were without practical 
religion— a great, illimitable void! Each 
could do fair deeds and say fine things, but 
their best deeds and their fairest sayings 
were not toned by that key-note in the music 
of every character— a deep-seated reverence 
for God, the Author of all that is good. And 
such being the deficiency, there was some- 
thing in their smoothest principles toofTcnd 
true Catholic feeling, and something in their 
most promising actions to- disappoint the 
promise. 

Not that these two men were exceptions. 
Here is a country thickly strewn with educa- 
tional establishments. Yet nearly all of 
them are useless for toning men's characters, 
nearly all of them have failed in this, the 
essential point of their profession. And the 
reason is ; so few of them are Catholic ! They 

will teach you, — hot-beds as they are of the 
mechanical and money-making arts, — they "will 
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teach you to Jive oowfj to the bottom of the 
sea for pearls, or to explore the bowels of the 
earth for gold: they will teach you how you 
may climb from (he surface of the earth high 
in the unsubstantial air, or plunge into the 

pathless deep and circumnavigate the globe; 
but one thing they do not teach, though that 

be the one thing needful. Not in the heavens, 
not in the sea, not in the far-oil pans ol the 
earth — it is closer than all these. It is in 
them, around them, all over them; yet they 
will not look at it and see. It is a moving 
cloud in the day of prosperity, a pillar of 
fire in the night of adversity; yet teach it 
they will not. What is it? 

It is that without which they cannot live. 
It is the Essence, and the Presence, and the 
Power of God, — an atmosphere all-pervading, 
all-sustaining, yielding, yet irresistible. This 
they leach not, for they see it not with their 
bodily eyes; and as to the eyes of their 
immortal souls, they will not open them. 
Therefore are they guilty teachers, whatso- 
ever else they profess ; and because they 
are wanting 1 in the fundamental note, there- 
fore is their melody false; therefore is there 
no harmony among them, save in the agree- 
ment to differ. And they send forth any- 
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thing but Christians; and generations to the 
infidel; and <ujick conveyance everywhere — 
but not, not to Heaven! 

Edward's suspicions were correct, when 
they prompted visions of his being remem- 
bered and pursued, and — he did not know 
what. Nor was he to know for some days • 
the ship was yet on the sea. In the mean- 
time, Charlie and James had a chat or two, — 
with which we must acquaint the reader; and 
they had, moreover, an interview with their 
professor; it was out of class, and of such a 
kind as we can. by no means omit to recount. 




X. 
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'illi morning sun of the Annunciation was 
peeping through the eastern hills and 
resting on tke "Beautiful Waters." 
Charles passed through the streets in 
company with his mother, on business of 
great importance between his soul and God. 
They approached the Holy Table, made 
their thanksgiving, and returned home. 
Charles had shown, on the night before, 

depth of thought, learning and inborn elo- 
quence in a high degree; certainly, he had 
shown likewise a spirit of devotion. Yet 
something i.s wrong with him; his whole 
manner shows it. What can it be? Is the 
Lord trying him* or is there, perhaps, some 
secret canker eating away within * Is there 
some obstacle to grace, keeping out the light 

of heaven, and leaving its dark shadow on 
his soul? Oh! how little does art, how little 
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does science, how little riches, beauty, 
strength of will — how genius and eloquence 
avail simply nothing, if grace have n&t free 
play ! 

The sun was high when again he sallied 
forth, passed through the College, visited the 
Chapel again and saw the memorable picture; 

then pursued his way towards the Sacristy 
of the Church, to prepare for serving as 

Acolyte. Abstracted in a mood of reflection, 
he had not proceeded many steps, when 
James accosted him with a "'Good morning, 
Charlie?" 

" Good morning, Indeed ; happy to sec 
you !" 

" I envy you, Charlie ; you go about as if 
all your eyes were buried in the ground, and 
nil your affections buried in your breast 

"Affections buried in one's breast !" echoed 
Cha rles. 

" Yes," said James, taking his arm, " that's 
the way to save one's affections — spare his 

eyes !" 

"Well, what then?" asked Charles inqui- 
sitively. 

"What then ! Why, Charlie, I am no con- 
noisseur in this matter of the; affections. But 
1 know that when one saves his affections, 
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then one is free. And I know too, by-tlie- 
way, that freedom is a first-class thing, as. I 
had the honor of learning last night from 
some one not far ofl now." lit: bowed 
solemnly to Charles, who responded with a 

slight smile. "1 think thai the less your 
affections are vested in live stock of any 
kind, the more arc you (lush in freedom. 
Wherefore, 1 congratulate you, friend Char- 
lie." 

"Thank you, James," was the reply. They 
had come to a stand under llsc old black bell, 
•which hung l>y the door in the yard. "But 

why congratulate me ?*' 

"Why? Because I do you the estimable 
honor o{ supposing you to enjoy what I prize 
highly — freedom, independence. The heart 
is a weak member, that docs much mischief. 
So, say I, none of your heart-weaknesses, 
none of your sensibilities for nic. I don't 
want to be a slave." 

"A slave to whom?" 

"Whomsoever the heart chooses to cieave 
to. My dear little Charlie," he went on, 
pleasantly assuming a patronizing air: he 
was an inch taller than Charles, fuller in the 
shoulders, with an honest, open face, of light 
complexion. Beside him. Charlie looked 



In the Sunshine and in the Shade. 93 

delicate antl slim. Nevertheless, James did 
not lose by the contrast, for his features, 
though not so very regular, had something 
that gave you assurance and confidence irt 
addressing him; whereas, one would not 
address Charles ■without an introduction, as 
,it were, or some; special assurance of not 
intruding on the sacred limits of his reserve. 
" My dear little Charlie, with all your phi- 
losophy yon seem at a discount on some 
very plain matters. Don't you know that 
the heart and its loves, the heart antl its 
whims, the heart and its sentiments, have 
made the world what it is ?'' 

" For good as well as for bad ?" -queried 
Charles. 

"You don't see much good in the world, 
do you ?" asked the other in turn. 

*' There must be a good deal, since, in 

this same world, our Lord went about doing 
good ; and His Heart docs not do things by 
halves." 

" Oh, the Sacred Heart of our Lord 1" res- 
ponded James reverently. "By such an 
argument as that, you cut the ground from 
under my feet, Charles! But still, just think 
that we don't let It do Its good. And, such 
t>eing the case, aflcctionatcness is the diispo- 
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sition, — as this world goes, — to be a slave. 
So, let affection never grow; and let affec- 
tionaceness pine away and die!" 

"Oh, foil, if rightly placed, they are so 
many bonds unto good. To be sure, if 
wrongly placed, they arc the bonds of 
slavery; but, rightly placed, our love- is a 

mighty power unto good: one part of it 
binds us in this lawful direction, lo our 
parents; another, in that other direction, to 
our brothers and sisters; a third, to our true 
friends; a fourth, to all men; and the whole 
of it, ia sum total, to God. If you mean, by 
affcctionatcncss, a degree of sensible love, I 
cannot help thinking that loo a good thins?; 
it increases the intensity of adherence, of our 
adhesion, of our slicking to the one good 
thing," 

"Well, Charlie," answered James, and 
taking hold familiarly of the breast of Char- 
He's Coat in his two hands, he looked beam- 
ingly in his friend's face, "your adherence 
may be stronger— I leaven knows how much 
stronger it is — than mine. You don't, be- 
lieve it?" he let go his hold: "well, we 
won't quarrel about a trifle— I am. not so 
pugnacious as some of my friends." He 
indulged in a mischievous wink at Charles, 
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who answered with a laugh, but also with a 
blush, thinking of his last night's little "teift- 
per." James observed the blush, and re- 
sumed quickly: 

"Yes, yes, Charlie. Hut hang the affec- 
tions, if they make a slave of a free-born 
citi/.en, They do well, I grant, about the 

right object; but the misfortune is, they go 
to the wrong one also, without asking 1 your 
leave. Hallo! who are you, old fellow," he 
exclaimed, turning round to sec who it was 
that had tapped him on the shoulder. It 
was the chain, which, hanging from the ear of 
the old black bell, swung soberly in the 
breezy air, and just now seemed to claim a 
hearing from James. "Oh! it's you!" he 
cried, taking I10UI of the chain and pulling 
the old fellow's ear; "what do you want to 
say, this morning? No class you know, (o- 
day." He let the chain go, and the bell 
swung as if uneasy to be in motion. "Char- 
lie, that bell is like me; it wants to move and 
be out in the sunshine. Come out of the 
shadow of this house ; let us go over to the 
other side there. Goodness ! how sober you 
are this morning !" 

"It is time to go to the sacristy." 

At this moment, a boy — a dark-eyed little 
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fellow, blithe as the morn, who had been 
playing with .some others, saw Charles, and, 
like the merry sun-ray that James had just 
been sighing for, came with a spring and a 
bound 1 1 1 > Do the steps. 

"Desmond," he said, "your professor was 
looking for you this morning. Me thought 
you had promised to come and sec him, * 
about art hour before Mass." 

"Indeed) Johnny," answered Charles, "I 
had forgotten it; did lie say what he wanted 
nac for?" 

"No," replied Johnny. "What a fine 

morning it is !" he was yoing on prattling, as 

if desirous to continue conversing, when 
Desmond cut him short by saying: 
"I shall go to his room after Mass." 
And so saying, with scarcely another 
glance at the boy, lie turned to ^o away with 
James. The little fellow looked as if he had 
not expected that, and went away to liis play- 
fellows less, buoyantly than he had come. 
James, who seemed rather amused, looked 
in Charles' face for quarter -of a minute, as 
they pursued their way under the shadow 
of the house; but the other did not notice 
him. They came to a spot between the 
College and the Church, where the sunshine 
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crossed their path. James resolutely stood 
still, as he exclaimed gaily: 

"Come now, you must hask awhile ; al- 
though we have no grass to lie down on, but 
plenty of dry mud, for those who (ike it, 
Hut for me, the more of it the more's the 
pity. Don't you agree with me? Look 
here, Charlie," — he looked up with evident 
complacency at the sun and all its neighbor- 
hood — "I feel full of welcome for that old 
fellow whenever he shows his jolly face 
through this carpet of ours. We are moles, 
Charlie, — we are moles.! We are worse 
than moles, Charlie, — we are worse than 
moles. For moles — happy creatures! — bur- 
row under grass, out in the country; while 
we, unhappy wretches ! burrow under smoke, 
here hi a city. And we have no sympathiz- 
ing gardener to lift us out with a spade into 
the light of heaven; nor any kind housemaid 
to shake this eternal carpet, and give us a 
peep o'day; nor a single supernal being" to 
look at us, snug as we be under this dusty 
old rug, unless our kind old Jove yonder 
sends his Mercury down and smites us with 
a sumbeam." 

" You seem to be fond of the sunbeam," 

Charles observed quietly. 
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"I should just think I was. Arc not — " 
"You were preaching awhile ago," in- 
terrupted Charles, "about independence. 

Show yourself now Independent of that sun- 
beam." 

"Ah! preaching! aye," he: looked aghast 
at Charlie with one eye, and very wistfully 
at the sun with tlie other, "you see, preach- 
ing is one thing — " 

"And doing is another!" exclaimed Char- 
lie, as he vainly tried to bring James along ; 
but the latter was resolutely stone-still. "Or 
you would be: off with me at once !'' 

"Oil! but what harm in a pure sun- 
beam?" 

"That's just the way every one excuses 
his own weakness." 

" Well, to please you, Charlie, what shall 
I do?" he looked demure. 

" Cut your sunbeam and come with me." 

"Cut it! ha! ha! Not bad!" laughed 
James. 

" Well, now, that's not bad, either/' said 
the other, with a degree of gratified surprise. 

"What's not?" 

Charles answered: — "This — the best way 
to get free is to give a cut or get it!" 

"How is that?" 
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"Get a sun-stroke and you will see." 

" I'll <to no such thing"!" said James, with 
sole mn disapproval. 

" Then you will not get free," replied the 
other, trying; again to get him moving. 

"Eh?" James put the query, standing 
immovable as a rock, and no less easy to 
convince. 

" See, you bright ph ilosopher !" said Charles, 
warmly, looking square in the invinciblc's 
face. "Doesn't it stand to reason that, if 
you get a sunstroke, you will be so free from 
anything like sunning yourself in the future, 
as rather to run the risk of being moonstruck 
than attempt it?" Yes; well! Get a slap 
from one whom your affections tie you to, 
cut him or hurt him, be cut by him or be 

hurt by him. and you will find yourself won- 
derfully free ! You will gather up the folds 
of your toga, and, in your mantle, covering 
up your face, you will suddenly fall as dead 
to the object of your affection as Ca:sar at 

the foot of Fompey's statue ! Eh, my philoso- 
pher? Tired of your sunbeam yet?" 

"Verily, pretty nearly; but not of your 

theory." ' 

"See," resumed Charles, as he took his 
friend's arm, "don't our susceptibilities look 
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very much like a valve, out of which affec- 
tions fly? Just a little offence — which raises 
our susceptibilities — and we are safe: — they 
are oft like steam ! There is this valve on 
batli sides, — in each person; a one-sided 
offence raises it on one side; a double-sided 
offence raises it Oil both, and the affection is 
off at double quick !" 

"All, but why does not a mother's affection 
for lier child escape ten thousand times?" 

"There is no chance of evil there. Her 
affection is lawful and proper; and so, no 
need of safety-valves on one side or the 
other. There again, — hard times would it 
be for us, if the susceptibilities obtruded 
themselves in. the dealings of our Saviour 
with us. He would never have put Mis 
Heart at our mercy! I le would have aban- 
doned each one of us in our cradles! Me 
would not have lodged in that manger for 
five minutes! These are sacred loves. Hut 
speak of affections that are useless, or worse; 

that are outside of our legitimate circle, and 
there it is that God has provided the sensi- 
bilities to gather round and save us. Oh! 
James," he continued seriously, " there lurks 

great danger in these tender relations, struck 
here and die re, on the strength of a little 
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personal grace, of personal qualifications. 
The affection, once inoculated, gathers — " 

"Gathers the sensibilities, eh?" 

•'If they will only do their duty," answered 
Charles. 

** But take the case now," objected the 
other, "when they won't <lo their duty." 

"Why, still, the man can save himself; for 
conscience ever remains and proclaims us 
cowards if we don't, with a strong band, cut 
the creeper that is entwining itself round our 
hearts." 

" Is that why you cut little Johnny, five 
minutes ago, when he spoke to you ?" 

"What arc you saying, James?" 

"You made a marvellously sharp turn on 

your heel, and the How of his speech was cut 

marvellously short, as lie beheld you turning 

away." 

Charles colored, and said: "What a long 

time we have been talking here!" 

James was notorious for teasing, but he 
never meant to give pain. He laid his hand 
on Charles' shoulder, and said tenderly: 
"Forgive me, Charlie, I did not mean to 
hurt you.*' 

"Oh, don't mention it!" replied the other 
readily, but the color heightened on his cheek. 

9' 
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"Then, I'll stop basking in this sun 0/ 
mine, ;tnd go into Uie shade with you, 
Cluirlie." 

"Comfort yourself, it is the shade of the 
Church." 

"Weill I agree with you there," replied 

lames, catchini" the idea ; " better the shadow 
of a Church than the sunshine of no Church." 
"Well said, James." 

"Good-bye, old fellow," resumed James, 
addressing the sun again ; " tell us when you 
come again, and I'll unbosom myself and the 
breast of tny coat more at large to you, — 

unless human respect, — unless my friend 
Charlie," he glanced that way, ■ threatens to 
cut me for my slavery to a sunbeam ; in 
which case, you know, old fellow, I'd prefer 
to cut you. Alas!" giving his head a most 

hypocritical shake and smiting Iiis breast, 

"where is human respect carrying me to!" 

"Just come along with me," said Charles; 

"and as to your slavery, here or there, I'll 

give you a bit of advice, friend. Look at 

your tyrant till you get tired ol him; don't 
spare your eyes here. Look at him as the 
sea stares at the sun, and gets so disgusted 

with his heat and his brass, that it evaporates 
a cloud, and covers its face; and so they 
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separate, Every man's character has enough 
of weakness and frailty to engender dislike. 
That may be one way to keep clear of undue 
familiarity, eh? What do you say> Come!" 
They betook themselves to the sacristy, 
where they vested in cassock and surplice; 
then performed the functions of servers at 
High Mass, hearing the sermon and satisfy- 
ing their devotion. 
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XI. 

THE GOLDEN VISION OF A CATHOLIC PUTV/fS. 

"A OME home with mc, James," said 

4 Charles, on leaving the Church after 

j Mass, and after doffing their surplices 

and cassocks, "and let us have our 

talk together; you remember we hadn't: it 

last night." 

"I remember very well; we had something 

much better, hadn't we?" 

"Well, will you come?" repeated Charles, 
letting the sly hit go by unnoticed. 

"I don't know," was the laconic reply. 

"I have quite a number of things to say. 
Just now, while I was serving, some of them 
crowded on my mind ; and if I dutifully put 
them away then, you should give me a 
chance of putting them forth now. And, 
by-the-by, did you ever observe attentively 
that picture over the altar in our chapel? 
Come, pay a visit as we pass by, and look 
104 
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closely." They hncl reached the slops under 
the old black bell ; Charles stopped short: — 
"I should go and see our professor. Johnny 

told me of his wanting mc. Well, let us first 
visit, then I will step up stairs a moment." 

TJ*y walked Into the Chapel, stayed a U \v 
minutes, and on leaving it, Charles asked 
his friend to wait for him a while under the 
bell, while he crossed the yard to see his 

professor. The latter "was in his room, his 
pen In hand; he laid it aside, and received 
Charles kindly, lie said: 

" I wanted to say a word to you, Desmond, 
about some disturbance that is taking place." 
He laid his pen down, and motioned Charles 
to a chair by the window, close beside him- 
self. He continued: "You remember my 
finding- fault, a few days ago, with a certain 
spirit of disunion that was springing up 
among the boys, all about a miserable foot- 
ball, liig boys, instead of keeping clear of 
it like men of sense, have taken the lead like 
true children of nonsense. If the thing were 
worth while fighting for, they should appeal 
to the competent authority." 

Charles shrugged his shoulders, and his 
lip curled with a slight smile. 

"Yet, I suppose," resumed the professor, 
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" that if they did recur to competent authority, 
there would be only one way of managing 
tlieni efficiently, that is, by keeping them out 
of harm's way altogether, and assigning one 
time lor them lo play, and another time, for 
the little boys. I myself have already ex- 
pended the weight of my words on discoun- 
tenancing the clique, ami yet the whole tiling 

goes on." 

"They spoke to mc about the matter," 
said Charles; -'but I showed no interest in 
it, so they left mc alone." 

"Well, Charles," answered his professor, 

"that is pretty much what 1 expected from 

your good sense ; and it was just to ask you 
about this very point that I called you." 

" Oil, the matter was dead to me, sir, from 
the moment you passed your judgment upon 
it" 

"Why so, Charles?" 

"Considering your responsible position in 
our regard, your judgment was more than 

sufficient to set the question on its right foot- 
ing. I was satisfied." 

" Charles," said the professor slowly, and 
lie laid his arm familiarly on the arm of the 
boy's chair, "this spirit, which you manifest, 
is the stuff of which obedience is made," 
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" Obedience, then, is a reasonable virtue," 
answered the boy, smiling. 

" Always so, indeed," rejoined the teacher, 
"because the reason ofobedien.ee ts the right 
which authority has to be respected in 
thought, word and deed. For all authority 
is from God, whom we are bound to serve in 
thought, word and deed. You say well ; 
obedience is a reasonable virtue. You are 
not the only one to cultivate it. Your friend, 
James Lambeth, takes the same attitude as 
yourself; so I should be inclined to believe 
from the insight I have into his character." 

Charles immediately subjoined; "I have 
just left him down stairs waiting for me. 
You see him there, sir, across the yard. 

Shall I call him?" 

"Do: — but stay! let us raise the window 
and signal to him. There, he sees ; he is 
coming." They put the window down and 
resumed their seats. The professor said, 
while they waited for die new arrival: "That 
is an excellent saying — he who obeys derives 

virtue and influence from him who com- 
mands, as the chisel from the hand that holds 
it. What nerve it does put into life to be 
conscious of ever drawing strength from a 

source above, — and that source, God! Obe- 



108 The Acolyte. 

diciice is llic stamp of a soul's nobility. And 
you will observe" — he significantly took up 
the crucifix which lay beside him — " that 
obedience is the virtue which our Lord sig- 
nalized, when lie was made obedient even 

unio death." 

A knock was heard at the door. "CoillC 

in." James entered. I Ic was greeted kindly, 

and. after being requested to take a seat, 

Cave his professor as much pleasure in his 
answers as Charles had done. 

The professor said: "Wc are in a little 
sphere — this college life. But depend upon 
it, my boys, things in a greater sphere — that 
large world outside the college walls— are 
exactly the same in character, though larger 
in scale. What is this matter that I have 
called you for? It is a -question of union 
among yourselves, and is slightly connected 
with submission to authority. Well, what 
arc the questions that agitate the world with- 
out? Why, nothing else but submission to 
authority and union of man with man. We 
arc in a little sphere, a small world, a young 
generation, but one that is a chip of the old 
block outside there." 

" Jf the agitation outside there," said James, 
laughing, "is anything like what wc have had 
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here for some days back, it must be Tun to 
enter on public life and see it for ourselves." 
" Fun, James, if you mean excitement; but 
it is an excitement that worries men to death 
— to the death of states, by not obeying the 
lawful governments; to the death of families, 
by not obeying parents; to the death of 
individual souls, by not obeying the Church 
and her precepts; yes, and to the death of 
all Christian society, for the same reason; 
in a word, James, to the dissolution and sun- 
dering of everything that God, by making 
one thing hang upon another, meant to 

remain united among themselves and united 
to Him, He it is who has tied the bond by 
which the boy hangs on his teacher; no less 
and no more than Me has tied those other 
bonds between each soul and the Church, 
between each person and his parents, between 
eacli man, or family, or body of men and the 
state, between all states and the Church. 
Admit the right of breaking that bond in 
,one case, — in this little College sphere, — 
and why not in all? So, our doings here 
have important bearings." 

"Yes, sir, that is a very interesting view," 
answered Charles, well pleased. 

" Still more interesting, when you reflect 

BO 
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lhat, personally, you yourselves have taken 
the right attitude in this present affair," the 
professor observed, in a complimentary tone. 
"Oh!" replied Charles, in a lively way, 
"Janles, here, is death on humbugs!'' 

"And what are you, pray?" retorted James; 
"you certainly are not the lift; of them. 

"I hope not." said the professor, laughing. 

"I'm sure he is not," responded James; 
"humbugs would be the most dead-and-alive 
things out, if they looked to Charlie's sober 
face for encouragement !" 

"Well, this humbug," Charles replied, 
"nearly fell dead the other day, for all the en- 
couragement you gave it, I merely followed 
your example, in giving it the cold shoulder." 

"How was that?" inquired the professor. 

"Why," said Charles, "when tlicy began 
to talk to us about it, James shrugged his 
shoulders, and I did the same." 

" Who taught you to tell tiles out of 
school?" said James, reproving him. 

"Not you," retorted the other, "or you 
would help me out with the rest of the story." 

"Tell me the rest," said the professor. 

James here pretended to be mightily huffed 
at having his secrets told out of school; but 
Charles went on; 
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" When James had shrugged his shoulders 

and pulled along face, and I had clone the 
same — " 

"Not hard for you to do," put in James. 

" I hey went on talking among themselves. 
Remarked one to the crowd: — 'We shouldn't 
play second fiddle !' and he growled. Re- 
marked another to the crowd :— ' We should 
show that we are men, and stick up for our 
rights, now that we have got to be philoso- 
phers!' Then remarked James to the last 
speaker, — "As the she-goats said when they 
got beards! 1 There was silence for an 
instant, then a titter, then a laugh. The one 
whom James had addressed looked daggers, 
but sat down on the strength of it to study; 
James, meanwhile, poked the fire, while I 
helped liim hy looking on. The rest of the 
crowd broke off to talking of the debates or 
of the disputation. And there was an end 
of the agitation for that recess; while we two 
leaned against the mantel-piece and laughed 
in our sleeves." 

"Well," said James, forgetting his huff, 
"the she-goats did good work, considering." 

"They hutted the commotion clean off the 
floor," Charles said, laughing. 

The Professor observed: "You did well. 
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and as to the instrument you used — ridicule 
— it is one that the enemies of what is right 
and true arc constantly using, and with 
deadly effect We likewise should know 
how to use it, though never unjustly. You 
did well. Kighls and fiddlesticks! I low 
strangely obtuse men are! Tell them they 
have a rfg&t to this or that, and they under- 
stand you perfectly. Tell them they have a 
duty to do this or that, and they are as ob- 
tuse as if tinder a fool's cap. We find that, 
particularly, in our position. We have to 

teach. As. long as we keep in the region 
of pure theory] of merely intellectual doc- 
trine, oh! our word weighs for everything", 
— our long study, our acquired learning, our 
'cloth,' as they say. our everything, makes 
the doctrines go down with our hearers 
smoothly! Hut pass over from pure theory 
to practice, from merely intellectual to moral 
doctrine, from what they understand to what 

they are to do — ah ! quite another thing ! 
Happy the man who finds other men doing 
as they ought! Rare beatitude! except in 
present company." 

The boys smiled at the professor's gracious 
bow, and Charles said: "This commotion 
will soon be over, and then the beatitude 
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will 110 longer be the rare bird it is; we shall 

find every one in the college at least doing 

his duly more freely," 

"I hope so," said the master, rising, and 
the boys, too, rose. "Cultivate the spirit of 
obedience. Cultivate union among- your- 
selves; this is the seal of Christ's love. By 

this sign are you known to be His. And 
you have great need, these times, of being 
known to be His; most of all by this sign 

of union among yourselves, insomuch that 

Catholics are now -a- days forming unions for 
the special purpose of showing forth this 
sign to the times, and using it, for It is a 
famous instrument unto good. In France, 
in Hngland, in large cities here, there is a 
movement to form unions — Catholic unions 
- — since individuals have no longer any 
weight save in the multitude. But these 
unions do not always succeed. Though all 
who are called upon to unite are Catholics, 
yet all have not the Catholic principle of 'one 
heart' and one soul' sufficiently well de- 
veloped in them to weld them into close 
union with others. Too many have a dash 
of the children of mammon in their composi- 
tion ; not all are purely children of God. 
Hence only a.- factitious unnm e p'uribus is 
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obtained; it 1ms not the intense adhesion of 

a naturally grown union round the 'One 
Lord, One 1'aith, One Baptism.* 4 " 

"What kind of naturally-grown union do 

you mean — would you explain, sir?" 

"Certainly, it is only proper, fames; for 
the eyes of young men in your position an: 
opened to deep views of tilings; you are 

mewing a mighty youth, 1 (irmly believe — a 

youth that will develop into robust manhood. 
But, irrespective of what your future will he, 
it is still necessary to explain things deeply 
to those who have once got an inquisitive 
turn of mind. Either you should not be 

inquisitive at all in the paths of science, or 
if you are, you should go the whole lengths 
of inquiry- Drink deep or taste not For 
if you taste and yet drink not deep, you will 
have started a process of mind which you do 
not complete; and a uroken-ofi 7 process of 
mental development is like a broken-off 
building which you have begun and not fin- 
ished. It lies open to the rain and to the 
wind; and the damp moss grows on the 
walls, and the viper finds its hole in the foun- 
dations, and the night-owl hoots in the case- 
ment. So it is with zn unfinished inquiry 
after truth; the mind becomes an abode for 



Gelden Vision of a Catholic Future, a 1 5 

venomous errors and damp decay and hoot- 
ing infidelity. Better the slill satisfaction 
of the unlearned than the agitation of the 
half-learned. But, ten times better still the 
peaceful satisfaction of the thoroughly 
learned; of those who have drunk deep, 
than of those who have felt no need to taste. 
You see that learning has a blessing 1 and a 
curse attached; the blessing is the gem of 
purest faith serene which the fathomed depth 
of learning- bears ; the curse is the fluctuating 
■unsteadiness, which midway currents give, 
of doubt, scepticism, free-thin king and the 
like. Oh, that many, many — all Catholics — 
would now, as in the first ages, form them- 
selves into a solid diadem of one heart and 
one mind, set with the precious jewel of faith, 
and crown (iud therewith, instead of the 
crown of thorns which the wicked world is 
putting; upon Him! One gem of faith for 
our minds; one vein of piety through our 
hearts!" 

" We would promise it !" exclaimed James 
warmly, "if only our word would stand for 
all." 

" Would that it did!" answered the profes- 
sor, with equal warmth, and his eyes gleamed. 
with the lustre of enthusiasm as they rested 
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on ihe two youths,— " Would that it did! 
Hut each one is left to speak for himself, and 
the pity is, very few will- It is true the voice 
of a single extraordinary man, of a master- 
mind, will sometimes make the multitude 
speak, will infuse the one spirit into many; 
but when: shall we find the master-mind? 
And when we have found him and then have 
lost him — passing to his account like all the 
rest of us — with whom shall wc fill his 
place?" 

■'What a great pity !" exclaimed Charles; 
"so great a good to be had id union!" 

"Are not the very differences between 
mind and mind a considerable gain?" 

"Indeed, sir, in our class-matters, where 
we are certainly in enjoyment of one kind 
of union, the differences between our minds 
have at times helped me so much, that I have 
thought each one sees his own side for him- 
self, and the remainder of the class see for 

him all the other sides in the bargain/' 

"And why not" — rejoined the professor, 
with a significant air — "why not prolong 
your class-union through life? why not take 
it as the infancy of a life-union? It is an 
infancy in the bosom of a mother ; you take 
in the one doctrine for your minds, the one 
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nourishment of piety for your hearts, in the 
nursing arms of her who is called your Alma 
Mater. Remember Horace's words: Den- 
sum humcris blbit aure vutgus; the crowd 
drink in with their ears, as you sit side by 
side on the same benches. You pass from 
the College; why pass from union — a natu- 
rally-grown union? You see I have found 
for you the model of a naturally-grown union 
— just what I was seeking." 

"Certainly," said Charles, "a union is never 
more naturally grown than on a mother's 
breast!" For Charles, no illustration ever 
came more home than what brought in the 
mention of mot/ur. 

" No, Charles ; and afterwards you have 
always a centre, and one undisputed. I*or 
is it a matter open to dispute where it is that 

the children, separated though they be, shall 
have their Christmas reunion? Clearly, 
around the hearth of their infancy, in the 
warmth and light of the old log-fire. Where, 
then, shall the children of the Church meet 
to have their Christian reunion of the kind 
we are discussing? Where shall they assem- 
ble to act as members of the Church, mem- 
bers of influence in state, city, and parish? 
Why, around the hearth at which they were 
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warmed and enlightened in their intellectual 
infancy, around the old focus of their college 
leaching; and though their old professors 
may have passed away, yet new ones, like 
new fuel, keep up the flame, and warm and 
enlighten in the same old hcartfi from gene- 
ration to generation. If you can keep 
together in the same sodalities, so much the 

better; if you can form into the same socie- 
ties for which your college debating has 
fitted you, so much the better. And again, 
so much the lxitter, too, if you find your- 
selves in different walks of life, in different 
surroundings, in different connections with 

slate, city, or parish. Happily, a college has 
never less than the representatives of a 
whole city. If, now, one college Is found in 
each principal city, they furnish all the ele- 
ments of a grand national Catholic union, 
just sucli a one as mother Church loves to 
see among her children — one bred in her 
doctrine, composed of the laity, salted with 
the ecclesiastical sprinkling — for both orders, 
lay and ecclesiastical, proceed from the por- 
tals of a. college. And do not think, my 
boys, that all this is an airy idea of my own. 
It seems to have been realized in what I hear 
of the Xavier Union of New York; and if a 
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paper read before that Union aiul published 
in this excellent Catholic periodical,*' he took, 
up a magazine from his table, " is a sample 
of the order of thought therein cultivated * 
my scheme of a. Catholic union is only the 
story of what is already existing." 

Charles' eyes were steadfastly fixed on the 
professor's face, even after the latter had 
stopped speaking. The professor laughed 
lightly, saying: 

"You see, then, quite plainly, that college 
affairs are only smaller In scale than big 
things in the world outside ; they are not 
less important in kind. Good morning, now, 
to both of you. 1 should like to see you, 

Charles, just before Mass to-morrow rnorn- 

* it 
ing. 

The boys left the room. The protcssor, 

who had risen with them, remained standing. 

Me looked out through the window. That 

splendid sun which had thrown James into 

rapture was now totally obscured; not even 

its whereabouts could be descried through 

the heavy, murky pall, which was stretched 

over the sky. A cloud of smoke rolled 

heavily and tumbled in wreathed confusion 

*■< Self- l'"d ami kmi." a paper read before ihc X.ivier Union of 
New- Yurk. [mblUhvd in ike Ca/tu/ie W*rki, Maj 1S74. 
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through the lower air. The very brick walls 
around seeined to enclose a prison of sad- 
ness, and the light wetting of a recent shower 
did not relieve the picture. The rain-drops 
sparkled slill where they had fallen on an 
iron railing or a painted fence. Hut these 
things <lid not engage his eye. He gazed 
out vacanily. 

At once two forms emerged from beneath 
Ins window, crossing the yard. I le recog- 
nized them, the two boys who had just left 

him. lie looked at them and mused: 

"Worthy boys, who know their duty and 
do it! And yet, il they do it t«'ii limes as 

well, still, still arc they unprofitable servants. 

Worthy boys! Great things may rest yet 
on those shoulders, before they are twenty 
years older! God bless them ! And arc 
they exceptions? Hundreds of boys in this 
same College have the same chances and 
circumstances! Vet are these two excep- 
tions? All their fellows enjoy the same 

teaching, hoar the same doctrine, attend the 

same daily Mass, approach the same Sacra- 
ment side by side, visit their Lord many 
times in the day, live under the same roof 
with the Blessed Sacrament all the hours 
they are at school ; all are out of the land of 



GolJett Vision of a Catholic future, i 21 

Egypt, and can it be that these two arc 
exceptions in enjoying the fruits of promise? 
Goodness! And if these are exceptions, 
what are the rest? And if the rest are 
still more unprofitable, what is yonder 
poor world that lies outside the gate! Is 
there anything— is there anything: at all in 
this dismal day to liken that poor world to !" 
—It was indeed gloomy; yet the clouds 
seemed too bright, and the smoke not heavy 
enough to bc.tr comparison with yonder dark 
mass, so dark in God's sight,— the World; 
which, like its mother, that dull, cloddy earth 
below, could sparkle with the heaven-dropped, 
dew of genius, but, like that same cloddy 
earth below, could form therewith only mud 
and mire; and out of truth form falsehood, 
and out of liberty, license; mud and mire 
which the sons of Catholics should pass over, 
W— do they, without being bespattered? 
—"Sons of Catholics! even they don't know 
what it is to be born' They don't know 
yet what it is to live; still less what it will 
bi to die. And even they at times carp 
at the soul that offers to help them, and snap 
at the hand which is stretched out to them ; 
and they splutter in the face which is turned 
jo them only because it is turned towards 
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God and finds thorn in its onward way to 
Him. And they kick and rear like the 
senseless beasts,, in which there is no under- 
standing — qitibusnon est iirtcUctius — «.'« ;«/<?/- 

hctusf They did so before to One higher 

titan ourselves. 'Hie servants are not above 
their Master !" lie was silent; then turned 
to resume the work at which Charles had 

found him. 

Meanwhile the i.vo boys pursued their 
way. James had now consented to accom- 
pany Charles home. The old servant ad- 
mitted them. 

"And sure," she said, "I am glad to see 
you. A couple of sunstrcaks at a dark hour! 
Arc you wet?" 

-'No, thank you, Mary; we know how to 
take care of ourselves." 

"Then, if you do, you'll get on well in the 
world. And if you'll go on taking care of 
one another, ye'll get on better still. I've 
seen more than one fine young lad going 
astray for want of a breast like his own to 
lean upon." They entered the dining-room ; 
no one was there yet She went on : ■ There 
was a fine young lad that I knew; he could 
find no play at home, no friend of his own 
standing, as it were, to refresh himself with 
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innocently. Edward knew him, and, if he is 
sitll alive, he must remember Edward. What 
do you think became of him? He put his 
face out of doors to seek for occupation, 
lie didn't find that in his books. He didn't 
look for 5t, He must have sought out some 
acquaintance, some Turk, and caught a Tar- 
tar. And where both of them arc, the Lord 
knows ! But his mother, God bless her holy 
soul! I know where she is. Every morn- 
ing, during Mass, at the foot of the aliar; 
every afternoon, from three o'clock till four, 
keeping guard of Honor before the Blessed 
Sacrament! And if the Sacred Heart does 
not restore her son, it is because Our Lord 
has done something better for him. But 
if the Lord does restore her son, 1 know of 
one, Charlie, who'll not have to be thanked 
for it." 

Charles' curiosity was excited; but his 
mother entered. 
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A BftOXBN SHAFT. 

ifi&IIHN" dinner was over, the party, which 
consisted of only three, Mrs. Des- 
mond, Charles and James Lambeth, 
moved to an adjoining apartment; but 
on the way. Charles slipped aside to see 
Mary, the old domestic, and asked her: 
"Who was that you were speaking of, 

When mamma Came in and interrupted you? 
You said he knew Kdward." 

••Come and sit down for awhile, if you 
want to know; it -will do you good." She 
drew him into the chamber, where the 
ensigns of her housekeeping office hung dis- 
played all around, and, in these homely sur- 
roundings, with a still more homely style, she 
said: "I'll tell you all I know." 

But as she did not know all the story then, 
we will forego the pleasure of hearing her 
motherly conversation with Charles— for she 
acted towards Kim as a second mother— and 
wc shall give the story in its own outlines. 
124 
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A certain lady of the city had, some ten 
years before, been converted to the Catholic 
Church. Her husband, Mr. Markman, was 
already dead. Her son, Henry, was then 
eleven years old; and in him all her affec- 
tions were centred. No sooner was she 
converted than she sent Henry to the Catho- 
lic College in which Charles Desmond is 
now being brought up. The boy rose 
through the lower classes, bright, lively, 
gifted; he seemed to excel in everything. 
Just then Kdward Desmond, the elder brother 
of Charles, was sent to the same College; 
but his education had already been con- 
ducted elsewhere; and, being now nearly 
completed, had only to be finished off in the 
higher classes. The school at which Edward 
had thus far been was a non-Catholic one, a 
(act very significant in the matter of morals. 
Young Henry Markman, with his personal 
qualities, very soon attracted the eye of Ed- 
ward; and litde Harry soon became con- 
scious that he was the object of special atten- 
tion in that quarter. Naturally he was 
attracted in turn ; and, in spite of wonted 
■vigilance on the part of superiors, the little 
fellow, on whom innocence was stamped as 
on an angel, and the old boy, on whom the 
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world had already told, crossea that bridge 
of intercourse, which must over be kept 

strictly guarded, if the young boys at school 

arc to be saved from the elder ones. The: 
intercourse soon told upon the younger, for 
when two persons meet, there must be a 
compromise of flORK kind before they carl 
enjoy perfect union; and llie weaker in mind 
generally takes to following the stronger, 
the gentle to following the bolder, the 
admired one to following his admirer, the 
flattered and affectionate one to following 

and leaning on his flatterer. 

One day, Harry was practising a speech 
in class. He was already sensibly changed, 
as his master with sadness observed ; instead 
of being gentle, affectionate, docile and oblig- 
ing, as he used to be, he showed airs now ; 
and the reason was, as his master divined, 
because his gentleness and his affections had 
gone along widi his weakness — whither? 
To lean on the breast and make an idol of 
Edward! On the present occasion Harry 
was declaiming ; he had the makings of a 
good speaker in him ; he came to these 
lines: 

"*TUlli6*anwiof!tlc gives mp mjniieal low. 
And contin~ events caji ilicii shadows Hicfurc." 
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The master slopped Kim: 

"You do not express the sentiment pro- 
perly there. Let the eye and countenance 
bespeak the possession of that mystical lore; 
and, as to the coming- events casting their 
shadows before, let the hand help out the 
idea of the -events approaching with their 
shadows preceding. Thus." He showed 
the boy how to do it. "Now try again." 

The boy repeated, but in precisely the 
same way as he himself had done the first 
time. 

"No!" exclaimed his professor. "The 
way you use your hands, and the want of 
expression in your face, would almost express 
an idea of this kind : 

•• T* ihc mart of life Rive* ma Utify fwer, 
AikI f-oinini; ivinlx/rt// itirt at a ikaTver," 

There was a general laugh through the 

class-room. " Do it thus," resumed the 
master, and lie repeated it as he had directed 
previously, " Do you see the difference ?" 

"Yes, sir," the boy replied sulkily. 

■•Well, let us see; again!" 

The hoy repeated, but not a whit better 

than before. 

"You seem to have lost your wits this 
evening, Markman." 
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"Oil!" rejoined (he boy, surlily, "I guess 
I know how to do it" 

There was an ominous silence through 
the class-room, while the professor fixed a 
steady look on the impertinent youth, a look 
under which the latter quailed. 

"Markman," said he, "you arc changed; 

and unless you recover quickly, your change 
will lead to .your* ruin. Go now to your 
place I* 

When class was over, he called Harry. 

"Are you conscious, Harry, of not being 

quite lhe same as you used to be?" 

"I don't know," answered the boy, keeping 
his eyes away from his professor's. 

"I am sorry, very sorry, my dear boy— 
you are much changed, and 1 am afraid you 
will not <lo what I want you — I want you to 
keep clear of bigger boys than yourself, of 

all except your own classmates. Do you 

associate much with your own classmates?" 
"I suppose so ;" not yet had the professor 

caught his eye, to read his soul through and 

manage him effectively. 
" Do you keep much with boys outside of 

your own class?" 

"Sometimes ;" his eye was doggedly fixed 

down. 
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"Have you anything to do with Edward 
Desmond ?" 

] [any looked up from the ground, glanced 
at a couple of pictures on the wall, and again 
doggedly looked down. Neither his tongue 
nor his eye responded to his professor this 
time. Such a question ! The idea of tres- 
passing on the sacred ground of liis conduct! 

"Well, Markman," resumed his professor, 
"I would recommend you to beware of him ; 
he does not suit you, as your conduct has 
already proved. That will do." The un- 
happy boy turned on his heel without a 

word I 

n Hallo! my little Harry!" exclaims Ed- 
ward Desmond within three minutes after- 
wards, and as he speaks his arm is around 
that unfortunate boy's neck, and fondling him 
on that blooming cheek, where innocence and 
purity have thus far rested, as we know they 
did rest on St. Aloysius' features, so majesti- 
cally indeed that the mere sight of him in- 
spired the beholders with sentiments of 
purity. "Well, what's the latest?" 

"Edward/ 1 said the boy, looking: "P with 
his bright eyes, "my professor was scolding 
me for going with big boys ; he mentioned 
you." 
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"So you have been lectured, Marry, have 

you?" asked Edward, with eager inquiry. 

"Yes," answered the little fellow, not now 
averting his eyes, as lie 3iad done with his 
professor, but feeding them on the look and 
smile of his flatterer. 

"Come this way, Marry, there arc too 
many boys About here. Well, wbat did you 
say?" 

"I said nothing. 

"Bravo! my little fellow," and Edward 
fondled him under the chin ; "don't let your- 
self be bullied. lie a man." And the big 
boy trilled with the little boy as if the latter 
were a baby-in-arms and tlie former a stupid 
old nurse. And he talked nonsense, playing 
on the silly child's heart-strings, and he had 
the best of it against that silly child's wise 
professor. And whatever traits of manliness 
were beginning to adorn Harry's character, 
each one of these was Edward Desmond 
beginning to remove; and whatever features 
of noble virtue were being traced in 1 larry's 
soul by his master, each one of these was 
just as soon effaced by the daubing hand of 
Edward, who stood in the back -ground. 
Edward had the best of it, because he had 
the boy's heart. The professor had the 
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worst of ii, because he had only the boy's 

mind. 

And so time passed, while the professor, 
like an angel of light, Hashed the truth from 

linn: lo time on Harry Markman's eyes ; and 
Edward, during the same lime, like a spirit 
of darkness, moving- behind the scenes, bade 
the buy shut his eyes. Marry has now learnt 
to dislike the same things which before he 
loved, lb- has begun to fall in his class, 
and is growing disgusted with the whole 
thing. Mis professor lias read his soul; the 

devil -.'ives him a hearty dislike for the said 
professor, I lis heart some time ago, was 
set high on a college career and college 
honors, and, after college — ah! something 
nowise ordinary. Now, his heart has fallen 
far below these, — on the face, and the look, 
and tin: unite, and the simper of a boy older 
indeed than himself, hut far more foolish on 

the first day of their intercourse, than he, silly 
child! is now after eleven weeks of the same. 
And alas! what is more than all these, he 
used to have a special hour during which he 
nil. red up his actions in union with the 
Sacred Heart, keeping guard, as. it were, in 

lis honor. His was the hour from six to 
seven o'clock in the morning, the first after 
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his waking. Moreover, lie had learnt the 
practice of weekly communion, and his con- 
fessor was a real spiritual director to him, 
one who knew him well and directed him 
like an attentive father. And now? 

Now, instead of one hour of guard, lie 
keeps on guard, morning, noon and night 
Ik-fore whom — Cod? No, indeed, but before 
Edward. All his thoughts arc finny around 
the devil's a<jent — Edward ! With respect to 
weekly communion — oh! now, he has a head- 
ache one Saturday, and does not go to con- 
fession; he is quite busy another Saturday; 
he is something else on other Saturdays, and 
so he excuses himself to his once tender 
conscience. And when now, once in three 

weeks, he does go to confession, any con- 
fessor will do-— in fact will do better than his 
old one. Because, you see, his own old one 
is the only one that knows him J 

Poor Harry! to maUe a long story short. 
he left college that same year. Edward 

finished his course a year after. The two 
met owtsidc, neither now a college boy; but 
the charm of their intercourse had disap- 
peared. The devil had done one part of his 
work through Edward's agency, so he let 
that agency slip out of existence. 
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Charles Desmond, who was listening to 
1I1. old domestic's narrative, was not alto- 
C< iIh 1 unacquainted with Henry Markman, 
for Charles had begun his career in the 
lowest class of the college before Henry left. 
Ilul Ik; hail been unacquainted with the 
1 Buses of Harry's departure, and the connec- 
tion ol Kdward therewith. However, Charles 
had something more 10 do with the imme- 
diate Consequences of young Markman's 

departure from school, as we shall now see. 

A few days alter the sad event of Harry's 

(raving school, Mrs. Markman came to see 
Mrs. I )fsni(ind. They were already known 
to one another. Both were intimately con- 
cerned in the present affair. Clasping Mrs. 
Desmond's hand, the mother of Harry told 

ill ihc boy's hi. in determination to leave 
school, ol the change in his manners, of every 
circumstance that went to form part of his 
unexpected, crushing failure. It was not 
with dry eyes she told the story, and soon 
BUS could not proceed on account of the 
tears and sobs which, breaking from a 
mothers heart, choked her utterance. It 
WAS noi with dry eyes that Mrs. Desmond 
listened, ;md understood that the college 
authorities had ascribed Markman's failure 
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to his intercourse with Jvdward Desmond. 
And when Mrs. Markman interrupted her 
recital, unable to proceed through the sobs 
mid throes of a mother's broken heart, she 
pressed the hand which she: held m hers ; she 
pressed it to her lips, and watered it with her 
own tears : " 1, too, am the mother of a lost 
son," she murmured, but could not go on for 
her weeping. When the violence of her 
grief subsided a little, Mrs. iMarkman tried 
to resume: 

"I meant him to be the gift of my faith to 
the altar of God, to stand beside my death- 
bed as a priest, and help" — but her grief 
burst out as violentas before, and her friend's 
heart beat convulsively with the pangs of a 
double ^ricf. O Kdward! 

A sudden resolution was formed by Mrs. 
Desmond. She arose from her seal, pulled 
the bell rope, and went to the door of the 
room to wait for the servant who attended. 
When the servant came, she said: 

"Send Charles here." 

The servant obeyed, and Mrs. Desmond 
resumed her seat beside the forlorn lady. 
After a delay, the room door opened and 
the little boy, then only eleven years old, 
entered epiickly to see -what his mother 
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*Mt8d The two ladies were facing the fire 
m>\ iiml Mrs. Desmond, lookin/around 
beckoned him silently forward, He came 
Umidly. Mrs. Markman had not recovered 
™ h,:r l«roxysm of grief, and Charles saw 
"•it Ens mother's eyes were red with weeping. 
I be little boy's heart melted within him, and 
When Ins mother, taking; his hand, enclosed 
'I in Mrs. Markman's. his sympathy showed 

11 ■' " '" two tearful blue eyes, that gknoed 
' ""- '"ly t.. the other, and then in two 

''■"■• thai trickled silently down his lovely 
J 1 '" 1 - Mrs. Markman, feeling the new 
Mod in hers, removed the handkerchief from 
bar face, and the two, the lovely boy and the 
•orrowful lady, looked at one another. The 
flow ..1 her tears was cheeked; she stooped 
forward and kissed him on the forehead. 
Mi* I toe nd '-aid i 

"Charles, I owe Mrs. Markman a debt; 
will yon pay it for me?" 

" ( >h, yes, mamma," he threw his arms 
around his mother's neck and kissed her. 

" Will you do whatever you can for Harry. 
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"Oh, yes, yes; what shall I do?" 

"Wo don't know yet; hut you will doit?" 

" Yes, dearest mamma," 
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And Mrs. Mark man drew the boy to her, 
and left the impress of her lips upon his brow. 
How like her own Harry, one year bofore! 

and the thought of her 1 larry brought back 
the flood of her grief. 

A year passed, and the boy who would not 
be a student had done nothing 1 , lie was 
restless, refused all occupation that was 
offered, was ungenerous to his mother, 
neglected everything except his own whims. 
The mother's heart was torn. She prayed 
to the Sacred Heart; and her daily hour of 
guard spent in the Church, before the Blessed 
Sacrament from three till four o'clock, was an 
hour of daily supplication for I tarry. One 
day she returned home at half-past four; the 
housekeeper met her at the door, evidently 
with news of importance : 

"Harry left home," — the mother started, — 
"about an hour ago." 

"Left home! how Y* inquired Mrs. Mark- 
man, cpiickly, 

" 1 le went, ma'am, dressed up as if for 
travelling, with a valise in his band, and he 
told me to inform you. 1 tried to stay him 

till you returned. But be would not; he is 
gone !" 

" Oh my God !" the mother faintly ejacu- 
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Iftted; as if every spark of life and feeling 
had gathered in agonizing anguish and shot 
ft pang through her heart, she stood stone- 
Mill .i moment, and then, scarce commanding 
nerve to stand, she rested heavily on the 
;:<"><l makl, who was pale with fright at the 
musetniencc of her abrupt information, and 

she laid her hand against the wall to save 

herself from railing; then, a moment more, 
ami a flood <»f tears came to relieve her over- 
charged heart; and she merely murmured: 

"Gone without seeing me! O sweetest 

I [earl ol Jesus !" She [.rayed silently as she 
slowly made her way to the nearest apart- 
ment. 

Whai befell Harry Marlunan, after this 
wirkr.l '.rveriin- "' Iiim-seif from his mother, 
ii took years to reveal; but thus they stand. 

It was a lovely day in April, twenty days 
.ill- i- the abrupt departure of the widow's 
Bon, ami there was seated on the topmost 
fttep of a Stone flight, which ran up the side 
"I 8 pier in Liverpool, a gentlemanly youth 
Ol fifteen years of age. The wind was stir- 
riuj: enough lo cover the broad bosom of the 

Mersey with a glancing -variety of wavelets 

and little billows; and the life of commerce, 
which is the spin* of dial seaport; was in its 
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usual activity, spreading over those waters 
the shipping of the world, while up and 
down, 01a this side of the river, forests of 
masts rose towering alone the seven miles 
of docks, which form the ri vi: r facings of 

Liverpool. On die other side, another such 
view; and heyond rose ihc hills of Cheshire. 
In front, midway out in the river, there was 
ruling" at anchor a large dark-colored packet, 
freshly arrived from New York. It was 

from it our young stranger had just landed; 

he was the widow's wandering boy, Harry 
Mark man. 

To be on land once more was to recover 

from the sickness and the weakness of the 
sea voyage; and to recover his wonted state 
of body was to call back the gush of life, 
which made him wide-awake to his position 
and keenly alive to his conscience. What 
was he doing here? He looked around and 
everything was so grand; however he had 
seen some grand things ere now. I le looked 
around, everything was so new ; he had never 
seen England before this. I le looked around, 
and he felt so strange ; he had never left 
his mother's side before. He looked down, 
and his face fell; never before had he com- 
mitted such a sin against Hod, against her, 
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in disposing of himself thus; and he felt so 
miserable as lie had never felt before. He 
rose from the .stone step, and stood and looked 
with tearful eyes towards the far-off horizon 
and far beyond, where, thousands of miles 
away, he had left his mother three weeks 
before, left her without the exchange of his 
love, without her leave, without her blessing. 
The waves washed against the pier and up 
the StDne slops; he heeded them not. The 
landing-stages swarmed, and the ferry-boats 
plied, and the? great ships weighed anchor to 
move with the ebbing tide, and the sun 
smiled on that scene of life with all its com- 
mercial grandeur; but the widow's boy 
looked wistfully forth, and he felt miserably 

lonely. 

He roused himself and moved away. He 
threaded his way past the frontier of docks 
into the town beyond. It was the land side 
of the same scene — life and bustle and 
thronpmc wagons, and a city built to the 

needs anil proportions of wealth that flooded 
like the tide. lie passed through the Cus- 
tim-house, and he entered the great George's 
1 1. ill; he stood by the halberdiers in the 
("units of Assizes, and by the merchant 
princes on the Exchange; and here the press 



"40 The Acolyte. 

of business made him feel out of employ; 
and there, where tile scats were vacant, the 
organ silent, the architecture grand, and the 
frescoing noble, he felt that art smiled not 

for him; and elsewhere he saw thai lie had 
shut the law upon himself, for he was a failure 

in his studies; and even competence did not 
seem within his reach. How so? Why so? 

For a WAim and out of a foolish affection, 
long since forgotten, but now most sadly 
experienced in its remote effects ! 

He walked on, and after hours of thread- 
ing the swarming river-side thoroughfares, 
he arrived at the sea-side extremity of the 
city of docks ami basins. There, at the dis- 
tant end of a newly-built basin, which looked 
like a large inland lake, lie sat down lonely 
and alone. Liverpool lay behind him; the 
Mersey came no farther; the Irish Sea, to 
his right, stretched far away before him, and 
on the horizon's edge a column of smoke 
rose or a while sail gleamed, and down the 
channels between the sand-hanks steamed 
the tugs and ships. But they were all dis- 
tant from him; he felt lonely and a3one. 

"I will go back to my mother!" he ex- 
claimed in anguish. 

The tears gushed forth and he buried his 
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face in his hands; and then he glanced fur- 

lively up with his red eyes to sec if any one 
observed him. But no one was near, no one 
■within shouting distance, and he felt miscra- 
My lonely. There was no one to love him, 
and, if he -died there, no one to pity him ! 

lie could not stand that He made his 
■way back to the ship in which he had come. 
He had partly paid Ms way, partly set-ved it. 
Bad examplei which lie had witnessed* had 

set him on this wild path of life. lie now 
returned to New York, serving for wages 
aboard. But now the sea Iiad not the same 

disturbing effect upon his system. Before 

he touched America again, he had come to 
feel somewhat at home, had lost his feelings 

of loneliness and of consequent repentance. 
And so he began a seafaring 1 life, exciting* 
enough in its moments of activity, but sad in 

the many hours «>l leisure; and during alt 
that lime he never dropped a line to his 
mother. I'ive; years after, he has been over 
much of the world, and has little in his 

pocket; he has consumption in his lungs 
from exposure on shore, and he holds the; 
standing oJ a common seaman, lie is once 
more on a steamer from Liverpool to New 
York/ — a pale, broken-down youth of twenty. 
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It is a gusty night and he stands loaning 
against the mizzen-mast, unobserved by three 
passengers, two of whom arc walking up 
and down, the third seated by the skylight. 
He is watching the binnacle, in which the 
compass marks the ship's course; and the 
oil-lamp, which lights up the compass, lights 
up his face — hut lie is not observed. Sud- 
denly a familiar name is dropped: 

"Edward Desmond is his name, you say?" 

Markman listened, but the lurching of the 
ship caused the two speakers to go below, 
and the third gentleman, too, after a some- 
what ludicrous accident described before, 
was likewise- farced to descend 

On that same night Mrs. Desmond was 
listening to the conversation of her two sons, 
beside the cheery fire of her home, and she 
looked uneasily out of the window as if the 
cast wind bore tidings not of good omen. 

On that same night. I larry Markman 
heard no more of I ul ward Desmond; but he 

dreamt; and his dreams, though dreamt by 
a youth of twenty summers, were as the 
dreams of an aged man that had seen eighty 
winters; that had lived a long time and 
walked hard ways; that had followed his 
own will— and what had his will profited 
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him? And there, sec! at the beginning of 
his lon<» erring life stands the gloomy figure 
of one whom Satan had magnetized to 
attract Harry, and to handle and maltreat 
and ruin the unsuspecting:, innocent child. 
And uhe devil's agent succeeded and got the 
devil's pay — a curse from God. And so had 
Marry. With that, the boy awoke, trembling 
and weeping. Mis Guardian Angel, too, 

bent over him and wept. 
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77/A- OLD mtrs BLESSING, 
UCH was Cflft Story which Mary told 

Charles about tli-e giftc*i hut unfortu- 
nate Harry Markman. Meanwhile, in 
the sitting-room, James Lambeth was 
bearing Mrs. Desmond company and carry- 
ing on a conversation as if with his own 

mother and entirely on his ground. In fact, 
he carried it where he liked, and while the 
good lady listened and smiled, and the finger 
work sped on in her hands, it seemed that 
he was carrying his conversation right into 
the heart of his enemy's country — to judge 
by its effect upon the cat. For, somehow or 
other, pussy grew very lively, and assaulted 
James; and, not without provocation, we 
presume, seated herself on his shoulder,, and 
purred in Ins ear. He purred back at her. 
"Has Charles much to say at school?'' 
asked Mrs. Desmond, "or does he keep to 

himself?" 

'44 
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"Charles, ma'am?" said James, and he 
glanced at the door; " he has mighty little to 
M) In study-time." 

"Well, at other times?" 

"He is fair enough, if he feels at .tome 
with one/' 

"And if not?" 

"Then he minds his own business, unless 
he can do a good turn." 

"Is be liked ?" asked the lady. 

"Ye*, but respected rather." 

"What is that for?" 

" Well, for his piety," answered James. 

"So that is observed, is it" 

41 Indeed it is, ma'am ; as I felt to my cost 
one day, when going around in his stead, to 
give a notice to some of the boys about a 
certain devotion; one said: 'Oh, see our 
AUiysius of to-day !' I tried to be grave and 
modest, as my office for the moment re- 
quired, but it was of no use; they said to 
me: 'You are in the wrong box! Where's 
Charles Desmond?" 

The mother was .lighly pleased. Just 
then the door opened and Charlie walked in. 

"Hallo, Charlie!" exclaimed his friend; 
"I was just saying— Where's Charlie Des- 
mond f" 
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"Here," answered the delinquent. 

"Whore have you been ?" asked the otner, 
grasping- him by the arm. 

"Where have you been?" inquired his 
mother. 

"I was with Mary" — began the absentee's 

excuse* 

"In a council ol war !" ejaculated James. 

"No, — she told me a story. That is all." 

"That is not all," said James, persistently. 
"The next thing is, what was the story?" 

"Oh!" answered Charles, "it was only a 
chapter of common sense. I>o you want to 
be accommodated? Come, then, let us take 
8 walk. Any objection, mother?" 

"None whatever, my boys; away wit.i 
you, and come to terms." 

To say the truth, none could be on oetter 
terms than those two boys, and she knew it 
well. She knew the character of her son's 
friend, and admired him. She was well 
aware that friendship, when true, is one of 
the main supports of human life; and it is 
true then, when persons arc well suited in 
age and condition of life, and proper distance 
is maintained in all their intercourse. Let 
the times and places of meeting be such as 
COrnmon life affords: and their friendship. 
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whli'Mil freezing, will be kept at a healthy 
temperature. Mrs. Desmond was a pious 
and practical lady, who had a lively fear of 
the dangers besetting social intercourse. 
Too far apart was better than loo near — 
BUcb is the weakness of human beings. 
There is a plain flower which should grow 
no less, in the elegant garden of friendship, 
than in the open field of social intercourse; 
thai flower is "Touch-me-not" Touch me 
not, whether 1 be the foul pilch of vice, which 
hi- thai touches i* defiled by; or be the 
pui ul oil that was ever lit before the Taber- 
nacle, or the sweetest incense tliatever burnt 
upon the altar of the Lord. You will be 
soiled; you will be burnt. Touch me not; 

for it 1 ba a rose, then I have real thorns; 
antl il I lutve them not, 1 am a sham rose. 

Beautiful flowers w\<\ to one another's beauty 
liy proximity, but not too near! for each 
must have its own, or both are spoiled. And 
when the bloom of a soul is faded, who will 
restore it, seeing that it surpasses the lily of 
the field as far as the lily passes Solomon in 
all his j;l< >!■>'. 

There was, indeed, in the two youths that 

likeness which is the foundation of friend- 
ship, but also that diversity wherein resides 
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its utility blended with its beauty. The unity 
of their likeness lay in their goodness and 
uprightness; the variety was observed in 
James' blimtness and Charles' delicacy, so 
much matter of fact on one side and matter 
of feeling on the other ; the one's common 
sense and ihe other's uncommon cast of 
mind; the one's plainness and boldness of 
design forming the strongest of structures, 
the other's finished tracery delighting angels 
and men. But both did eminently agree in 
this, that while, in the fear of God, they 
neglected nothing, whether of good to do, or 
of evil to shun, they both presented a perfect 
subject on -which the Spirit of God could 
work, moulding and framing them into man 
made divine. What a contrast to the " half- 
a- Catholic!" 

They took their way towards an undulat- 
ing park, where, seating themselves on a 
bench at a turn in the winding road, they 
enjoyed a view of the broad river beneath. 
The afternoon was somewhat cheerless; the 
clouds of the morning still moved over the 
sky, gently but tearfully. On the opposite 
side of the river the water rose far up the 
bank, above which there extended a stretch 
of land rolling back till it mounted into 
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\ 
bluffs, and so bounded the horizon. Many 

.1 villa topped many a hill along the bank 
. 1 ■ 1 • I over the plain, the foot of which was 
washed by the river as it flowed around the 

curve. On the left, it came into sight, turn- 
mi; a majestic bend; on the right it passed 
away wilder the great bridges and around 
another turn. Steamers and rafts rested on 
the broad bosom of the water, while some few 

wended their way, swiftly or slowly, accord- 
ing to the river's How. Spring had not yet 
clothed U1Q landscape in <;rcen; the earth 
looked barren and dull; the ground under- 
loot was damp; and under those clouds, so 
chill and tearful, Charles felt dreary. But 
James said : 

"How things do change over the earth! 
One winter follows another in a ceaseless 
rolling round. Never die same — never con- 
Itailtt except In its constant changing!" 

Charles signified his assent to the observa- 
tion. 

" And that shows, too," resumed the other, 
"that liowever long die winter may seem, it 
must change for a spring and a summer." 

"Yes," responded Charles, "and even in 

the very blast of winter there is ever rest 
and warmth to l»* found somewhere." He 
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stopped, but inwardly he thanked God for 
the warmth to be found in the bosom of a 
friend. 

They moved away back to the park en- 
trance. As they approached the massive 

arch, there appeared just over the gateway 

the country-scats and houses which lopped 
the hill a mile beyond, and which seemed to 
be resting, like a fairy city in miniature, on 
the summit of the arch. James allied his 
companion's attention to the scene; but 
Charles seemed dull and unimpressionable ; 
so they passed on. 

Again they are down in the murky cloud 
which forms the city atmosphere, 'J hey 
have come to a crossing. On the other side 
of the street stands a poor lame cripple, who 
is striving to come safely down from the high 
pavement. All the time that the two boys 
are on their way across, the poor cripple is 
attempting the descent in vain. With a 
spring they reach him, and supporting him 
on cither side, tliey help him over till he is 
safe on the opposite pavement. James 
extends his hand with all the coins he has 
hastily collected in the bottom of his pocket; 
but Charles, likewise, holds forth his hand, 
and, depositing his share with that of his 
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Mend, makes the latter the almsgiver for 
both* The old man was beside himself in 
hi! Attempts to shank the two Christian boys: 

"<)li. sure, God bless both o* ye, a thou- 
sand limes over! Oil, Mary the Holy Vir- 
gin bless, ye!" 

" Tray for us," said Charles, in a low voice; 
ami away they went. But the old man's 
blessing had already descended upon them. 

I low suddenly it docs descend ! most sud- 
denly when the work that calls it down is 

lowly. We have bruised a little see*!; there 
i«i diffused at once an extraordinary odor. 
We have thrown a dull-looking grain of 
incense on the glowing coal ; our sense is 
greeted with the odor of sweetness. We 
have nIoi>|>c«I; and we pick up Cod's grace 
lying "ii our paih. Wc have opened to the 
knock; and there walks in no stranger, but 

God. 

'J he old man's blessing was already on the 

youths. As they stepped up on the opposite 
pavement, each felt better for those last few 
moments* work than for the whole afternoon 
besides. Their souls were opened; their 

hearts warmed — warmed towards God and 

towards one another. 

James asked abruptly: 
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"Why arc you so sad of laic, my dear 
Charlie?" 

"James," answered the oilier slowly, and 
turning Ms eyes for a moment full upon Ms 

friend, "1 was not sad this morning." 

"No, I did not think so," 

"When one is hi the sanctuary," resumed 
Charlie, "and kneels before the altar, and 
feels himself in the great temple of God, and 
all his spirit moved with die harmony of 
Divine service — who could be sad then, 
James, when all around is so festive?" 

"I myself" answered the other, warmly, 
"never was so then." 

"No; for you feel that your mind can 
shine brighter than those lights-, and your 
heart burn warmer than the lire in the censer. 

One's soul can be a temple — with its multi- 
tude of powers, senses and affections, its acts 
of humility and love — a sanctuary of undc- 
filed purity." 

" You surprise me, Charlie," said his friend, 
taking his ha nil tenderly; "with such a trea- 
sure of consoling thought in your mind, what 
could upset you ?" 

"The reverse — other thoughts as different 
as black from white. Those lights can go 

out, and the harmony be hushed; the mulli- 
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tuda can scatter, and nothing but the sanc- 
ii'.Hj' lamp bear a silent witness; and when 
a gust <>r a blast can blow that 011 (, and per- 
haps has already clone so — isn't it sad, 
James?" 

"Oh, Charlie, but what can blow out the 
l&mp of a soul, which is its own free good 
will >" 

Fhe other continued without answering: 
" 'I'hi' voice of the preacher echoed in one's 
ear* long afte* it hat) ceased in the Church; 
and he painted so vividly that the glory of 
Mary lay in her sufferings, in resembling the 
thorn-crowned I leart of her Son, that I took 
you 10 see the picture of the latter, and my 
fanciful temples and llickcring (tames began 
to die away," 

"Well, Charlie, that may be right; but 

what ground lor sadness here, except a fan- 
ciful one? If the soul seems a temple, let 
the li^liis go out, and the harmony die away 
in (he vaults above; let the multitude have 

'!• parted, and the day itself, with its cheery 
raj , go down. lx-t your dismal picture be 
-1 reality, and darkness and danger come on 
wnli die night, and the wind create a thou- 
sand noisOR down through the lonely aisles, 

with moaningA and footsteps and the light- 
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ning flash. A dreadful picture to be sure! 
One's sanctuary is on the point of being 
Invaded by a thousand fearful foes ; yet if 
the will still burns, the whole temple is safe 
anil is the abode of God; anil maybe much 
more so, than tf the sun were streaming 
through the figures of Saints, anil the har- 
mony pealing amid ihe murmurs of the mul- 
titude to stir one's soul in the sanctuary. 

These words touched a chord that vibrated 
somewhere in Charlie's heart, and lie acknow- 
ledged it by just a slight pressure of the 
hand which still held his, as they walked 
along. James was delighted. 

" l)oes that please you ?" he asked. "You 
make me happy, and I am almost inclined to 
make merry with you, seeing you are on the 
way home with me." 

Charles looked up: "How is that ? Have 

I missed my road?" 

"No harm in that," answered the other, 
"unless you think it harm to go home with 
me." 

"Oh, no; but—" 

" But what ? Come along I" 

"Well, with pleasure;" and with pleasure 
Charles resigned himself to his fate. They 
chatted pleasantly, and on arriving at Mr. 
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Lambeth's house, the young visitor was 
received cordially, — so cordially indeed, that 
mi investigation was set on foot to discover 
wli.it reasons lie had for denying them this 

plea&urc oftener. He; had not visited them 
for so many weeks or months — they did not 
reckon die precise number — but clear it was 
k» all tliat no one had fingers enough to 
count them. The young folks grew excited. 

Charles defended himself against bo much 
prejudice; hut so many eyes were scrutiniz- 
ing his conduct from so many sides, that — 
his call for fair-play being completely over- 
ruled — Ins elder judges pronounced him sliy, 

and liis younger ones did the same, and a 

tiny little sister of James', — whether judge or 
juryman was not Hear. — tried to clasp Char- 
lie's hand In ootli of hers and exclaimed 

pathetically— "Charles shy!'' This was too 
much for the guilty youth; he gave up all 

defence, anil solemnly promised reformation. 
And thus he was in a state of great humility 
and penitence, when he observed that sup- 
per was over and the shades of night were 
falling. lie rose and took leave of the 
family, all of whom knew him well enough to 
admire him : he was the bosom friend of 
their J)\vn James. 
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On returning home, he held a few minutes 
converse with his mother, in whose heart, as 

he retired to study; a desire arose and was 
checked. She desired to inquire of him and 
find out a wound, which, with a mother's 
instinct, she felt was somewhere, and into 
■which, with a mother's love, she longed to 

pour her balm. But she thought rightly: 

" Wait, wait ; the soul's stages arc as the 
ripening fruit on the trees; wait, and it will 
fall off, or yield to the slightest touch." 




XIV 

TRUE AND FALSE FRIENDSHIP 

; HE second day was passing after our 
last scene, and Charles sat beside the 
fire which kept the wintry chill out of 
the apartment His sister was busy 
with Berlin wools, and a glance or two which 
she directed at Charlie betrayed that she 
had some design on hirn. So near her work- 
table — it really seemed incongruous that he 
should be nuuiog and half dreaming! She 

observed; 

"You were in a great hurry yesterday to 

get away to school." 

"Yes, Emmy," answered he, " my pro- 
fessor wanted to see me before Mass." 

"What for?" she inquired, with her inborn 
spirit of enterprise to know as much as she 
could about everything whatsoever. 

"It was about a piece of writing he wished 
me to do." 
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"Oh, you are always writing or reading," 
she: replied ; "just come and hold this skein 
of Berlin for me, while I roll it up; I cannot 

manage it on these chairs." 

Charles looked cautiously at the pile of 
wool that glowed like a rainbow, heaped up 
before her. "You seem to have more than 
one skein there," he said. 

She did not hear this remark, but quite 
innocently said, "Come!" She held out a 
quantity of one color for him to put around 
his wrists, while she should roll it up into a 
ball. 

Charlie said nothing, but like a man lie 
went over to her, and seating himself on the 
table, held out his hands; and she put on the 

handcuff of wool. 

Her fingers began to ply and to roll ; and 
her tongue began to ply and her language 
to roll, and — 

'•Charlie," she said, "what arc you going 
10 write?" 

"Something about philosophy," answered 
he, with manly reticence. 

"Humph!" said she. "Well, did your 
professor say anything else,— you have a 

good deal to do with him." 
"I should think I had!" 
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*' But, I mean out of class. He said no- 
thing else than about your philosophy?" 

"Oh, yes," answered the bright youth, 
who, it must be confessed, labored under a 
sad defect— he would never say at once all 
he knew about a thing; but his poor sister 
had to put twenty sjucstions to get out of 
him. what she herself could tell in lialf-a- 
minute, without being asked at all! It is a 
piece of stupidity inherent in the whole race 
of boys. Charlie went on deliberately: — 
"The professor stood with mc at a window, 
and we saw the boys passing in through the 
yard, on their way to the school-room." 

"Well," she ejaculated, inquiringly. 

"Well, as they passed in, they went almost 
universally to visit the Blessed Sacrament in 
their chapel; and he praised the spirit of 
piety which reigns now in the College; and 
he said that each of the elder boys could 
keep it up by word and example; and a little 
good influence thus spent would bear its 
fruit in the future, when so many of these 
boys should have become men, fathers of 
families, priests, lawyers, and so Forth." 

"Ah! I see," she said. "Do you exert a 
good influence?" 

"How should 1 know?" he replied. 
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"Just hold your hands so," she rejoined, 

poising Iiis hands and wrists for him, accord- 
ing to the principle of least resistance and 
greatest speed. 

Me submitted like a lamb, according to the 
principle; of obeying the higher powers. 

"What will he the next great thing at the 
College?" 

"Well, he replied, " the Retreat will come 
in a couple of weeks; we arc near Holy 
Week now." 

"Do you like a Retreat, Charles?" 

"I don't think I dislike it" 

"Oh, but that silence, Charlie.— keeping 
silence for three whole days! I cannot bear 
it" 

"Of course you like to talk, Emmy?" 

"Of course I do; what else were we made 
for, I'd like to know?" 

"The catechism doesn't say so; it says 
for God." 

"Yes," she answered emphatically, "but 
we were meant to Uilk also; how should we 
know God, if we didn't ask questions? how 
could we love Ilim, if we didn't tell our 
neighbors how good it is to do so?" 

"But you can do all that, Emmy, and yet 
keep silence for three days," 
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i' Oh! — do keep your hands steady— fin- 
ished in a minute— there one skein finished!" 

"One skein!" ejaculated the captive youth. 

"Here's another," she said, complacently, 
and she arranged another; and she held out 
his hands, and she put die new handcuff on. 
"Just so!" — and the poor brother hadn't a 
word to say in the matter. Poor brother- 
hood! so imposed upon! 

"Well?" she said, as if she meant to keep 

her tongue agoing. 

•'"Well," repeated he, "what else would 
you like to know?" 

" Charlie" — she was going to coax some- 
thing out of him, so she repeated still more 
tenderly — "Charlie, what will you become?" 
"What will become of me?" he echoed. 
" I hope I am not going to get drowned — 
that's one thing — " 

" Oh, I mean, what should you like to be— 
some great profession, I hope." She looked 
-very sweet. 

" Yes, I'-mmy, some great profession — that 
means getting and keeping up a large estab- 
lishment of nephews and nieces — particu- 
larly nieces — for your special benefit, eh?" 

"Why, Charlie, you are growing to be 
quite a man — eighteen years of age! You 

■4 l 
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will get a mustache soon." And lier laugh 

rang out aloud. 

"Is that all the profession you dream of 
for me ?" 

"Oh, no, Charlie: but what is it, tell me, 
that you dream of for yourself. You won't 
become one of those? old fogies you arc 
always reading and studying — philosophers 
atnl orators." 

"Look here, Emmy; you ask mc what 

great profession I'll choose; and you go on 
straightway to cry down the great profes- 
sions. Shall I bind myself over Jo you to 

buy bonnets for you?" 

"No, tjet away willi voul" 

"Ribbons, ch?" 

"No — I want you to be a man, I shouldn't 
mind if I saw you a priest, Charlie, standing 
in a pulpit and preaching." 

"You shouldn't mind, eh? J should, 
Emmy." 

"That is, Charlie, I shouldn't object to it 
much." 

"Not much! I sliould very much, if that is 
what you mean by being a priest — stand in 
a pulpit and preach. AVhy>vw could become 
a priest, at that rate, — stand on an ottoman 
and talk by the hour!" 
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"But don't priests keep silence, too?" 

"Of course, any amount of it." 

"Now I couldn't do that, Charlie," she 
said, mournfully. 

'-I knew that already, sissy," he answered, 
consolingly. 

" But don't become a priest, Charlie." 

"Why not?" 

"You would have to become so holy, — I 
couldn't speak to you any more." 

"Is holiness repulsive, Emmy? Did you 
ever see a holy man who wasn't amiable — 

whom you shouldn't like to cling to?" 

"Thai's true I" said she, 

"Does that change your ideas, sissy? 
Well, change your ideas about philosophers 
and orators and. the like ; they are not such 

boars as you think. Am I becoming a bear?" 

She ojK-in:d her ryes: "Charlie a bear!" 
"1 don't mean to say that 1 am becoming 

a philosopher; only I have a .good deal to do 

with that sort of thing." 

"Well, become something great, Charlie." 
" I'll become a great talker if I trust myself 

much with you." 

"Don't trust yourself to me, dear Charlie. 

1 am a hilly little creature." 

"You are no such thing, Emmy, unless 
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you stop saying your prayers for your "big 
brother." 

"You are not my hig brother, Charlie; 
you are my Utile one." 

" Well, for your little one ami your big one 
together." 

"Yes, dearest Charlie," and a couple of 
tears stood in the silly little creature's eyes, 
as she turned them, full of affection, on him. 
He smiled. 

Just then, the wool stopped going at its 
greatest speed. A thread had slipped that 
careless brother's hands, and was entangling 
the Test. She proceeded cautiously. It 

became worse. She grew .solicitous, lie 

was pretty tired, ami he hoped — but we'll 
spare the reader the shock of hearing what 
he hoped — mischievous race of boys ! She 
uttered a sound of anguish from between her 
compressed lips. He tried not to laugh. 

"Oh, Charlie, Charlie!" she ejaculated, 
woefully. 

"Now forgive me, sissy." 

"I do forgive you, Charlie." 

"Charles! Charles!" was heard from with- 
out the room. 

"Here!" answered he. 

A servant entered; "Mother wants you." 
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"Well, Charlie," said Emily, "I'll unravel 
this by myself. Thank you. Arc you tired?" 

" A little," he reptied; "but welcome, 
Emmy." 

He went off to his mother's apartment. 

"Sit down," said Mrs. Desmond, "unless 
you are otherwise engaged." 

" Not at all, mamma." 

"Then read for me, will you, while I work." 

"Willi pleasure;" lie took the Devout 
Life of Sl Francis tie Sales, and seated 
beside his mother, lie opened at where last 
she had left off, and read 

4 !& i|; * * * * 

"Charles," said his mother, interrupting 
him, " would you turn over to that mark and 
continue tln:re." 

1 le opened at the mark and read : 
"All love is not friendship; for if one 
loves, but is not beloved in turn, then there 
is love indeed on the one side, but not friend- 
ship between the two; for friendship is a 
sharing or communication of love. There- 

fore, where love is not mutual, there can be 
no friendship. Nor is it enough that it 
merely be mutual, but the parties must also 
know that their affection is mutual; for if 
they do not know this, they have love, but 
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not friendship. There must be some kind 
of communication between them; this is the 
ground of friendship. Now, according- to the 
different kinds of communications, the friend- 
ship is also different. Thus, if the communica- 
tion be of things false and vain, the friendship 
also is false and vain; if of things true, the 
friendship is also true ; and the more laudable 
these good things are which arc communi- 
cated, the more laudable also is the friendship. 
"A friendship that is grounded on the 
communication of sensual pleasures is utterly 
gross and unworthy of the name of friend- 
ship; and so is that which is grounded on 
qualities that are frivolous and vain. The 
pleasures which I call sensual are those that 
arc immediately and principally annexed to 
the exterior senses, such as the pleasure of 
beholding a beautiful person, hearing a sweet 
voice, and the like. The qualities which I 
call frivolous and vain are those which only 
weak mends call virtues and pt-rfections. 
Hear how the greater part of silly maids, 
women and young people talk; they have 
on their tongues such things as these: — 'Oh, 
how many virtues and perfections that gen- 
tleman has; sec how gracefully he dances, 
how well he plays all sorts of games; he 
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dresses fashionably, sings delightfully, talks 
so nicely, looks so fine!' Surely, this is ihe 

way mountebanks talk of one another. 

"All these things belong to the senses; 
and so, the friendships which are grounded 
on them are sensual, vain, frivolous, and 
deserve to be called rather foolish fondness 
than real friendship, Yet these arc the ordi- 
nary friendships of young people, grounded 
on curly locks, a fine head of hair, smiling 

looks, fine clothes, affected airs, and idle talk 

friendship indeed suited to the age of those 

lovers whoSC virtue is only in the blossom, 
anil whose judgment is only in the bud; and, 
indeed, such amities being but passing, melt 
away like snow in tlie sun. 

" Hut love every one with an ardent love 
of charity ; and, as to friendship, have none 
except with those who communicate with 
you the things of "virtue; and the more exqui- 
site these virtues are, the more perfect will 
your friendship be. If your communication 
be in the sciences, the friendship Is certainly 
very praiseworthy: still more so, however, 
if iL be in the moral virtues, in prudence, dis- 
cretion, fortitude* justice. Hut should your 

communications be in charity, devotion, and 
Christian perfection, Oh, then, how precious 
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will not your friendship be! It will be pre- 
cious and excellent, be cause it conies from 
God; excellent, because it goes to God; 

excellent, because its bond of union is God; 

excellent, because it shall last forever in the 

bosom of Cod. Oh, how good it is to love 

on earth as they love in heaven, to learn to 

cherish one another in this world as we shall 

do eternally in the next. If mo good and 

pleasant it is /or brethren la dwell together in 

vnify. (A. exxxii. j.) For die delicious balm 

of devotion distills out of one heart Into 

another, by so continued a participation, that 

it may be said God has poured out upon this 

friendship //is blessing and life everlasting." 

"Js not that sweet, Charles?" broke in ihe 

lady here. "Just read that one paragraph 
more." She pointed it out; he proceeded; 

"Tinally, the following divine sentences 
are two main pillars upon which repose a 
Christian life: the one is that of the wise 
man, • //e that fourth OW .s /mil likewise have 
a good /riemh/iip: The other is that of ihe 
Apostle St. James: 'The friendship of this 
world is the enemy of Cod: " 

Thus did the members of that Christian 

family spend their time. But where trrc pur 
Z'oyagers? 



XV. 



TU£ LOST SQY, 



•KT us return awhile to our voyagers on 

the deep blue sea. We left them on 
the night that two strangers were heard 
speaking of Kdward Desmond. The 
uncle of tlic latter, from that night forward, 
kept his eyes wdl fixed upon the pair; and 
1 1 airy Mark man, the sailor boy, dreamt ever 
and anon of his early days, when his heart 
was Lighter and his soul purer. The ship 
drew near to New York ami at last dropped 
anchor in the port, 

\mk\ the bustle of landing, Mr. Desmond's 
baggage was one of the first examined, and 
next in order came the trunk of the sailor 
boy. The gentleman, after observing him 

for a moment, asked familiarly: 

"Well, my young man, coming ashore?" 
" \ cs, sir," answered the sailor, respect- 

fully. 

15 "H> 
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"Going to slay ashore?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"What! lircd of sea-life?" 

"I am," and the young man's eyes fell on 
his trunk, which was being examined beside 
him. 

"Which way do you go now ?" asked Mr. 
Desmond, just on the point of going off with 
his luggage. 

"West, sir, to C ." 

"Do you?" asked the gentleman, stopping 
short and fixing his eyes upon him. The 
sailor boy was very pale and thin, his dress 
very poor, his trunk a rough bos, and the 
things inside coarse and so few as only to 
cover the bottom. And there was a delicate 
suffering air about the youth, as of one who 
had met with hard times and was walking 
hard ways without the natural strength Of 
early breeding to bear him up under the 
trial. Mr. Desmond said: "lam going that 
way myself; if you need help or company, I 
can afford you both. Put your trunk along 
with mine and go with me." 

No answer was given. The kind gentle- 
man bade his porter take the boy's trunk, 
and laying his hand upon the poor youth's 
shoulder, sajcl; "Come, my boy." Abashed, 
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but with a glance of gratitude, the sailor 
accompanied his benefactor. 

This Mr. Desmond was the uncle of Ed- 
ward and Charles by the father's side. He 

was engaged in extensive mercantile rela- 
tions, and the seat of his business was at 
C . To attend in his office was nomi- 
nally the occupation of Edward, since this 
young man had returned from his European 
tour, Ihit, ever since that famous tour, this 

young man had done little j;ood, either in 
tli*- office or out of it. Mr. Desmond's rela- 
tions with Edward's mother were always of 
the most affectionate kind, and Charles was 
as dear to him as- any of his own children. 
( >n the present occasion, as he walked behind 
his h'e^ajjr, n<: Ihtle thought how deeply 
interested were the friends at home in the 
porion who walked l>y his side; he did not 
know lie had recovered the dearest pledge 
of a family's happiness and of two families' 
friendship. He stepped with his companion 
into a hackney-cab, and the baggage being 

secured, away they drove straight to the rail- 
way depot lor the West. He started a con- 
versa I ion: 

" I loea your father live in C— ?" 
"My lather is dead, sir." The speaker 
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paused, then resumed : " My mother" — and 
stopped. 

" I lave you a mother?" 

To speak of one whom we have injured is 
to speak of our own crime; lie answered 
with difficulty, "Yes, sir." 

The gentleman observed his reluctance, 
and instinctively drew Kick from further 
questioning. He sat face; to face with tiie 
young man, and directing the lattcr's atten- 
tion by a motion of his finger, said of a 
large stone building which they were just 
passing: 

"What a massive edifice! I have seen 
some buildings out West, too, that are very 
fine. Have you seen much of New York, 
my young man ? By-the-way, how may I 
call you ? What is your name ?" 

The boy answered: "Markman." 

The effect was electric. The gentleman's 
curiosity had, in spite of his forbearance to 

push inquiries, been considerably excited by 

all the circumstances of Henry's person and 
conduct, and now the most complete and 
unexpected solution was Hashed upon him 
by a word. 

" Markman !" he exclaimed with vehe- 
mence, "Henry Markman! Are you the 
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long lost son?" and in the fervor of his 
excitement he seized the youth's hands in 
both of his and gazed at his features like one 
beside himself. 

The boy was no less excited: "Who arc 
you, sir?" 

" Uncle Desmond." 

Harry remembered him, and his features 
fell. The red spots of hectic flush disap- 
peared upon his pale checks in a deep blush 
of shame; and the sunken chest heaved with 

t-ninlinn as Uncle Desmond sai<I, with deep 

fooling: 

"Harry, Harry, where have you been, 
away from your poor mother?" 
"Take pity on me, sir!" 
" I do, dear 1 lenry. Where have you been 

10 long away from your forlorn mother?" 
*'(>h, mother I" exclaimed the youth with 

anguish, and broke into a fit of violent sob- 
bing; and buried his face in his hands — "Oh, 

mother 1" was all lie could sob out; nor did 
he know yet that the same mother had twice 
been brought to the brink of the grave, and 

the doctor had pronounced mental suffering 
ii-i Ihr duel" cause of her prostration — grief 
for the loss of her son. 

'I In- uncle sank back in his place and let 
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the penitent indulge liis tears. After a 

while, Harry recovered himself: 

" I have been on the sea." 

"liver since you left home?"" 

-Yes, sir." 

"Well, recover yourself, my boy. We 
shall take some refreshments when we 
arrive at the depot Courage, my son," and 
the kind gentleman held the boy's hand in 
his own. 

The hack rattled into the railway station. 
Mr. Desmond gave orders at the restaurant 
for a full dinner; for all he knew, Harry's 
emaciated appearance might be owing to 
want of sustenance. They sut down to- 
gether; but the hectic flush, and the pale 
cheek, and the hollow-sounding cough did 
not come from want of food; rather, they 
accounted for a total want of appetite ; and 
the two rose from the tabic, having scarcely 
tasted of the plentiful viands set before them. 
Then they walked up and down the platform, 
or rested on a bench, till the train should 
start. Harry told his story — a sad story 
indeed, which began with running away from 

fond mother and ended, as it should, with 
a repentance, heartfelt but dearly bought, at 
the cost of a life marred and a constitution 
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mined. The story was followed by a pause, 
which each filled up with his own reflections, 
until the words of some persons approaching 
them from behind diverted their attention : 

"So we'll just wait till wc get there; we'll 
first fix the business with him, and then off 
on our own business." 

11 Hallo !" broke in the other party, taking 
a lower tone, "here is our old passenger 
ahead of us. You remember the tumble he 
hail, down to the ship's side." There was a 
light chuckle ; then passing our two friends, 

Ihey did not seem to notice cither, both of 
whom, however, recognized the couplej the 
thick set gentleman and the taller one, who 
had Edward Desmond's name in their mouth. 
41 Who are those?" Harry asked eagerly 

of Mr. Desmond. 

"I don't know, son; hut I should very 
much like to know; 1 heard them say some- 
thing aboard ship which has made mc 
anxious." 

"I," returned Harry with simplicity, "heard 
them speak of your nephew Edward." 

"And so did I," replied the uncle with 
surprise: "it was on a wintry nt^ht about a 
week ago." 

""That's the time," responded Harry, "I 
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was standing close by. Who can they 

be?" 

"They arc bound to go in the same train 
with us," said die uncle. 

At last the train started. The two pairs 
of travellers were lodged in the same ear 1 . 

The rest of that <lay and the nest night 
passed. Marly on the following morning, 
all had risen from their couches, and the 
train, with a hiss and a bellow, rushed into a 
winding valley between two ranges of hills 
and a beautiful river down the centre. The 
thundering cars sped along the winding 
banks, and the; thick smoke, Kke a dense 
plume, waved behind them on their path, 
and the scene was beautiful in the fresh 
morning air, with the first touch of spring 
green beginning to adorn the hills. One of 
the two strangers inquired of some one where 
they were. Mr. Desmond, on hearing the 
voice now painfully familiar to him, broke 

into the topic of which his mind was full 

Edward and these strangers. 

"Did you ever hear, son," he said to 
Harry, "of Free-masons following their prey 
into cities and countries, to the family hearth 
or even to the altar of God, across oceans 
and seas, over hill and dale, into the desert?" 
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" No sir," replied I larry. 

•'They have that reputation," rejoined the 
uncle, "and Mazzini forbids the Tabernacle 
of -God or the mother's bosom, to be respected 
by his followers. Did you ever fall in with 
them, Harry?" 

"No sir." 

" Did you stay long on land anywhere ?" 

"No sir." 

"Tb&nk God for out: evil avoided, my boy. 
1 have heard it related by a person who wit- 
nessed this with his own eyes, that in the 
hands of 1'rce-ninsons a boy of sixteen can be 
so corrupted as to be no longer recognizable. 
In three months the devil is looking through 
his features; the bloom of youth is gone — 
not to mention the exquisite beauty ol purity 

anil virtue — and the lines which vice lias 

traced in his face have made ic as hag«ard 
as that of an old wretch. This was given 
me as a fact b>- one who, as a Catholic pro- 
fessor, knew the boy in a Catholic College, 
and in three months afterwards scarcely or 
completely failed to recognize him." 

The gentleman then pulled out of his 

pocket a newspaper, saying: "Hear what a 

German Masonic paper has just said; 'The 
Catholic Church is supremely hostile not 
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only to Free-masonry, but to all associations 
whose aim is to spread enlightenment and 
civilization. If, therefore, wc desire to be 
true Free-masons, and to further the cause 
to the advancement of which wc have pledged 
ourselves, we must without reserve or hesi- 
tation adopt as our own the words of Strauss, 
and proclaim aloud: We are no longer Chris- 
tians, we are simply Free-masons; nothing 
less, and nothing more." " 
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THE NETUKX. 

last the train arrived at the terminus. 

just one thing had transpired to give 
oj* the uncle information; it was to the 

e:flect that the couple of suspicious- 
looldng travellers had prospects of settling 
down in business somewhere or other in the 

Suites. This item of information he care- 
fully pocketed; (or an American, who knew 
the signs and ways of the times and country, 
little would 1m.' needed to meet and baffle 

any knavery they might contemplate. 

I [arry was no longer attired in Ens rough 
sailor clothes, but as became his station. 
He now stood on the ground whence he had 
set forth, some half-dozen years before, for 
his wearisome wanderings; then light and 
flighty, now sober; then with hope and the 
good things of life before him, now with 
memory turned backward on all those goods 
of life either lost or injured, and life itself on 

IJQ 
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the wane. His native air did not seem fresh 
to him; his native city had no sympathies 
for him, .anil his heart sank with loneliness— 
buthc remembered his motherland then it 
overflowed with bitterness and self-reproach. 
The uncle drove straight to Mrs. Des- 
mond's, Great was the joy at his arrival, 
but greater the surprise and joy over Harry, 
the treasure-trove. Thought of everything 
else was lost in the questionings and con- 
gratulations at Harry's reappearance. The 
poor youth himself sat apart, abashed, but 
Charles came into the scene, and he, with all 
the instinct and affability of true charity, took 
hlS place beside Harry, and -with the warm- 
est murks of affection, told him all the tilings 
that had happened, whatever might tend 
to interest him ; he did not ask Harry any 
questions. The latter felt Charles" sym- 
pathy. Meanwhile, after deliberation, Mr. 
Desmond, the uncle, took his way to his own 
home, while Mrs. Desmond and Emily bade 
a temporary adieu to Harry Markman and 
drove to the house of his mother. 

Charles was lively in all the things he had 
to say. Harry observed ; 
"You seem to know all about me." 
"To be sure," answered the other; "your 
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mother has been here eonstandy during 
these many years, ever since the day"— he 
broke off and thought for a moment, then 
resumed confidentially and with tender affec- 
tion, " ever since the day my mother made 
me promise to do whatever 1 could for you." 

"Did you promise?" 

"Oil, yes; only 1 have not had a chance 
yet of fulfilling it." 

"Charles, I am afraid no other chance is 
left." 

"Why so, Harry? I have had none at all 

yet" 

" Charles, did you pray for mc ?" 
"Regularly I have addressed your Guar- 
dian Angel." 

"Then you have done more than fulfil 
your promise, if I am here now owing to 
your prayers. Charles, my dear Charles," 
he clasped his friend's hand, " 1 do not see 
much chance left; and as if to show the truth 
of what he said, a deep, hollow cough came 
from his lungs. Charles' spirit sank as he 
heard it. lie returned the grasp of the 
hand that held his : 
"1 shall do something yet, please God!" 
" Thank you, Charles, thank you ;" and 

the cough was repeated from the depths. 
it 
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" Henry, have you been happy?" 

"Oh, don'i mention the word'" 

"Oo you want lo sec your mother?" 

" Very much — to let her see me. It won't 
last long!" 

"Don't speak so, Henry," exclaimed 
Charles in distress. 

"I cannot help it You may do some- 
thing f ( > r me yet; Charles ; don't leave me 
when I want you beside me. Stay with me, 
*Iear Charles. It won't last Ion"." 

There was a deep silence. 

A carriage drove up. The boys were 
called out; no greeting waited them from 
the two ladles who returned for them; no- 
thing but sadness seemed to have been the 
fruit of the news taken to Mrs. Markman. 
In fact, she was a lady of strong nerve ; but 
her nerves had all been strung now in the 
way of sacrifice to that Sacred Heart, which 
she had long adored in spirit and in truth. 
Long ago Nad her hope teen surmounted by 

her generosity : long ago had she offered, out 
of the graces with which God had strength- 
ened her, this one effort of her strength, to 
ask no more for her long-lost son, but to 
rest alone in the will of God. "May the ador- 
able will of God be adored in all tilings!" 
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Now the whole tide of maternal affection, 
long since turned in another direction, is 
Opened again on the son returned; and for a 
while all the agony of her many years' woe, 
pent up and well nigh forgotten, is opened 
again on her soul. The grief of years comes 
pouring again upon her through the flood- 
gates of memory, which her son's return, 
like the key of her grief, unlocks once more; 
Ami the (wo ladies, who visited her and 
broke the news, could almost wish (hat the 
key had never been found to start such 
HOOuS of grief, 

"Where have you been, my son?" she 
murmured when he came and threw himself 
into her arms. 

1 he rest took seats apart and conversed 
awhile; then judging that Mrs. Markman 
Was calm enough to be left alone with her 
son, they rose to depart. 

"Will Mr. Desmond come?" she asked 
them. 

"Not this evening" replied Charles' 
mother, as she held the lady by the hand. 

" Do get him to come as soon as possible; 
I want lo thank hint from the fulness of my 
heart, And you IOO, my dearest friend, I 
shall never lliank you enough for all your 
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affection. Charlie, dear Charlie," and slic 
almost embraced the boy, "I do not know 
whether your task is done; Henry anay 
need your help yet." She Looked at her 
son, her eyes swimming; with tears; he had 
nothing to say, but his appearance spoke. 

"I shall come, if yon please," said Charlie, 
"at all hours, and uninvited." The Des- 
monds departed, leaving the mother with the 
prodigal child. 

He was penitent, she forgiving-; so much 
so that she seemed to have forgotten every- 
thing save that he was with her once more, 
and was helpless. What passed between 

them 'tis hard to say, but pleasant to think ; 
lor there is one thing which such sweetness 
of motherly love reminds us of, and that is 
the love of God for us. From the mother's 
heart Christ expressly asks us to form an 
idea of His own. 

A day passed ; there were several visits 
to the house. The mother and son were 
always together; and when Charles called in 
and went on his way, he found them and he 
left them together. Indeed, weak and labor- 
ing at every little bodily effort, 1 larry seemed 
to live on the sight of bis mother ; certainly, 
he did not seem lo live on food, so little of 
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it did he touch. The doctor shook his head ; 
and the more his case looked desperate, the 
more he seemed to cling to his forgiving 
parent, as a wounded fledgling to its nest. 

During three days Charles called no more. 
They were the first three days in Holy 
Week, and he was making, with the other 
Iwys, a retreat as holy as the time. Success 
therein is built on conditions; one of them is 
to live alone ; and this, for a Christian, is to 
live with God. Even hoys can, in their own 
meaSUfc, fulfil this lirst condition of interior 
life; and even hoys can, under the uncom- 
mon inspirations of the hour, and in the over- 
llowing unction of the Holy Spirit, feel the 
reality of God's presence, ami hear the words 
which he Utters when their hearts beat lo- 
jMth.-r; so Cli.uk. was 110 exception when 
lie Irlt an unwonted variety of feelings and 
.ill- dions, like notes elicited from his heart's 

chords by the Divine Master of souls. 
Besides, there was in the very season of the 
year an influence spread abroad and a power 
BCl In motion, that levelled the hills of exter- 
nal lilc and filled up the hollows within. 

It was the mo mini' of Holy Thursday. 
The boys had just received their Master 
Communion. Mass was over ; the choir 

1 1 
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was hushed; all were kneeling in thanks- 
giving. Then came stealing around through 
the open windows, anil through the chapel 
door that stood ajar, a melody and a har- 
mony from the church beyond; the organ 
swelled, ami a voice, divinely sweet in the 
distance, sang a hymn of love. It went 
through the soul of Charles; the: first thought 
that came from Ills heart was that which he 
had heard in the Mass: "On the lyre I will 
confess to Thee, O God, my God! why art 
thou sad, O my soul, and why dost thou 
trouble me ?" 

A strange question of that choice young 
soul! yet, after all, not strange for what 
acquaintance we have made with him. We 
saw him first at a time when his exterior 
conduct clearly betrayed some trouble; and 
afterwards wc learnt that he was wanting in 
Itabhual composure, that his conversation 
lacked the steadiness and coherency which 
peace of mind begets and preserves. His 
friend James did not understand him on 
occasions; there was a fidgetiness in Ins 
manner and a curtness in his replies which 
did not accord well with his usual demeanor. 
His mother had noticed a cloud upon his 

brow. And over and above all this, we hear 



The (Return. 



187 



liim asking: " Why art thou sad, O my soul, 
and why dost thou trouble me?" 

The sacred time in which we find him now 
is one of peculiar virtue; and the last day 
of this Holy Week enjoys the special privi- 
lege of lighting a new fire at the portals of 
the Church. A new fire is needed to purify 
flesh and Mood. He needs a touch of the 
(lame which the Sacred Heart of Jesus came 
down from heaven to kindle, and which 
hardens this human clay 10 the impressions 
of earth; so that if it exult at all or move 
with life, it may be only at the touch, not of 
things like itSfilf) but of the living God. The 
new lire will be lighted on Holy Saturday. 




XVII. 
'///A' MYSTERIOUS CARD, 

T was the evening of Good Friday. The 
family of the Desmonds returned from 
church, where the devotion of the Sta- 
tions had been publicly performed, 
Charles acting with many others as server, 
in cassock and surplice. They sat clown and 
were conversing, when Edward and Galves- 
ton came in. The usual courtesies being 
interchanged, all chatted freely together; 
when the old dame, Mary, entered the room, 
and, handing 1 a card to Edward, stated that 
two gentlemen had called for him, but, not 
finding him in, had left that card with direc- 
tions. Mrs. Desmond looked at Ldwa.nl 
inquiringly, but Ins eyes did not meet hers; 
she asked: 

"When did they come?" 
"Just after you had gone to the Stations, 
ma'am ; and I was on the point of following. 
It is only now I return." The old dame was 
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like a member of the family, and as she stood 
in the midst, and nobody said anything, she 
resumed agreeably: 

" I saw Master Charles serving with all 
those other fine young lads, as they went 
around the church. Sure, they are a fine 
set ; they look about thirty in number — all 
sizes — a long family. I'd go miles to see 
'cm/* 

"Ah! Ah! Mary," exclaimed Emily, rais- 
ing her finger, "so you go to church to sec 
the Blffflta and look at Charlie! How does 

he sine?" 

They laughed ; the oSd dame replied with 
earnestness, and not without a touch of fun: 

" Indeed* miss, begging your pardon, I do 
no such thing. I'm sure Charlie sings well ; 

1 never heard him. But I don't go to see 

the Bights, miss. I don't see everything 
there, I assure you." She looked vaguely 
around. "I did not see master Edward 
there." 

A most unfortunate hit t Edward had not 
gone to church at all — not he! His face 
assumed a look of extreme mortification, 
because of his mother's presence and the 
eye which he felt for one moment searching 
him. Charles observed his mother, and 
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Emily was inclined to laugh; while Galves- 
ton smoothed liis mustache. 

"Indeed, Miss Emily, 1 Jo not go to church 
to look about me; but when thirty or forty 
fine young lads in cassock anil surplice come 
about me, why then my thoughts flock about 
them, and I pray all the better for having 
seen them, and particularly" — her eyes and 

tongue rest together on Charles; he colors 
a little. She is talkative. Emily keeps her 
going: 

"And particularly what?" 

"Well," resumed the matron, not minding 
the query, "some folks may go, if they like, 
to see the sights in church, just as on Friday 
morning they might go to eat hot cross-buns, 
not for the sake of the cross, but for the sake 
of the buns; so their church-going is not for 
the church's sake, nor for the cross' sake, 
but for the going itself and lite seeing and 
the being seen." 

Edward muttered; "The old cross hag!" 

He could have eaten her up, not particular 
whether for the cross' sake or the hag's sake ! 
"See, Mary," he broke in with some asperity, 
"tell us what is free-will?" There was a 
smile all around. 
"Master Edward, there are many that do 
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things out of their own free-will and then say 
they cannot help it. Why? Because the 
hook of their bad habit holds 'em fast. They 
cannot get away: they arc sorely bitten; 
they cannot help it. But who was the first 
biter, they or the hook ?" 

" What of that ?" 

"Why, people won't believe 'em, when 
they complain of their hook; people say, 
Serve *tm right. And the others, not Uking; 

to be served right so, say it doesn't serve 
'cm right, for they couldn't help it, they were 
not free, they had no free-will at all, at all;" 
she met Mrs. Desmond's eye and began to 

retire; "but, ma'am, it is my poor opinion, 
if they would just drop talking of free-will 
and lake to using it, then, by hook or by 
crook, they'd Ret clear of the most crooked 
hook that ever yet caught 'cm. Where 
there's a will, there's a way." 

"Good night, Mary." 

"Good night, ma*am.' J and she vanished. 

The talk was renewed ; after a while Gal- 
veston rose to depart; Kdward offered to 
accompany him; and the two left the house 
behind them. Edward had spoken little in 
the company at home; not because it was 
Good Fridayi and compunction of heart shut 
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his lips to men, opening them to God— he 
had long ago forgotten his morning and 
evening prayers! Hut something else was 
near his heart; shadows deep and depress- 
ing were there, relics of bygone excesses, a 

gloom that was thrown over him, not by the 
spirit of remorse, hut by a fear that unmanned 
him. His mother's saving lessons, instilled 
in his earlier years, had turned into gall and 
bitterness, without any efficacy to withdraw 
him from the wrong path. He needed now 
a stronger potion to set his head and heart 
aright 

"What is that card you got?" asked Gal- 
veston. 

" M 's hotel is written on it, and signed 

with initials I don't know/' F.dward answered 
moodily. 

-"I presume," said Galveston, "that we 
are just on our way there now, if you mean 
to finish off the evening as we did a few 
nights ago." 

"Aye, a few nighta ago!" repeated the 
other bitterly ; "and what was I saying a few 
nights ago about 1'aris? Was there truth 
in it?" 

**\Vc may see perhaps now" answered 
his companion. 
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They entered their usual place of resort, 
the coffee-room of the hotel mentioned. 
Scarcely were they within than their eyes 
were riveted on two men who sat at a table 
somewhat far from the door, but so placed 
as to command a view of the whole room, 
and particularly of the entrance. One of 
these, a small, thick-set man, observed our 
couple entering, and called off his neighbors 
attention from the newspaper to them. Ed- 
ward muttered: "' "ever saw them before " 
be sat down with Galveston at a table and 
gave his orders. When these were attended 
to, one of the couple opposite rose, came to 
our friends, and politely asked Edward if a 

card had been delivered. 

"Yes, sir," said Edward; "are you the 
gentleman." 

"I am, sir; would you favor me with a 
few moments' talk at our table?" and in a 
manner that showed plainly enough Galves- 
ton was not wanted, he conducted Edward 
most politely to the table beyond. 'I bey 
conversed; and Galveston the while had, we 
may imagine, three eyes in his head. 

Five minutes elapsed, during which busi- 
ness was evidently being done, if Edward's 
flurried manner anil the other's earnest ges- 

■7 
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turcs bctokenctl anything ; and at Inst, with 
a sudden impetus, the young man rose and 
returned to Galveston. The couple beyond 
looked after him; but lulward took his scat 

with his back to them ; flushed in face and 
incoherent in the first few words he said. 
At last something intelligible came from his 
muttcrings: 

"The men who called for me at home, 
want my help in yetting a place." 

"Nothing -else?" 
Yes, from Europe, — stay here, — keeping 
up relations with Europe*" 

"Well?" 

"Well, hang it! They are Freemasons." 

"They can do nothing here," said Galves- 
ton. 

Edward broke out in reply; "That dark 
man" — an oath — "why didn't you keep me 
out of their clutches?" He looked fiercely 
at Galveston; the latter was calm. Edward 
drank, threw himself back in his chair, thrust 
his hands into his pockets and mtitterc<l 
again: "I'll be consistent, I'll be my own 
master, and one trade is as good as another, 
what's the odds? I am my own master! or if 
I'm not, I'm not to be blamed ; and, if I am, 
Who'll blame me?" Misfortune was making 
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him imbecile. He drank. "This is a thorn 
in my side, Galveston 1 bell, book and candle- 
light won't help it! Galveston, you said 
you were li.it: -a- catholic ! Drop the half and 
be a strong mind." He drank. "Humph! 
what's all this about ? Good night" 

He rose and went home and tumbled into 
bed, as the ox in its stall or the ass in its 
.stable, without blessing on his* lips, without 
blessing on his head! 




XVIII. 

DARKNESS AND LIGHT. 

FTER Galveston, with Edward, had taken 
leave of the family, Emily retired and 
Charles was left alone with his mother. 
The boy's air had of late been the 
absorbing bject of her attention. Her con- 
versation with him, two weeks before, had 
shown how her thoughts were hent on him; 
and Iter eyes had followed her thoughts ever 
since, till she became convinced of what was 
really the case, that some worm was gnaw- 
ing at his peace of heart within. Charles 
now sat beside her; and she, leaning over 
the arm of her chair, laid her hand on that 
of Charles, who raised his eyes inquiringly, 
waiting for her word. After a moment's 
mild gaze at his frank and open countenance, 
the expression of which she loved so well, 

&hc said; 

"My son, tell me, what is it that troubles 

you ?" 

Charles understood her perfectly. He was 
196 
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silent His mother still bent her sweet look 
of inquiry on him. He cast down his eyes. 

" Charles," she resumed more earnestly, 
"will you not tell me? Has anything hurt 
you? Oram I less dear to you?" 

"Oh no, mamma!" 

"Then why do you not speak out?" She 
paused; no reply. "I do not know what to 
make of you." Not a word from him; her 
failure made her heart sink as with a weight 
of lead She had never expected — never 
before met with the like from him , She 
spoke again, and energy nerved her voice to 
a new tone, masculine, deep: 

"Charles, why do you not answer your 
mother? Have you lost interest tn recog- 
nizing her? Or do you want her to lose 
interest in you ?" 

I Icr last words conveyed a rebuke such 
as the boy had never received in his life 
before. His hand was still under hers, and 
she felt Iiis fingers twitch with nervousness. 
He raised his eyelid as if to look at her, but 

it fell ; his lips moved as if to speak, but it 
was the symptom of a violent emotion — tlie 
poor boy buried his face in his hands and 
burst into tears. 
Tim mother was amazed. Her first irn- 

'7* 
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pulse was that of weeping with him — tut a 
sterner feeling checked the starling tears. 
She had asked him was he hurt; lie answered 
her with tears and sobs. A dark suspicion 
crossed her mind — gloomy, horrifying, — it 
took possession of lurr in all Us naked hor- 
rors — had he sinned? 

Ah! take the finest porphyry vase and 
dash it to the earth; you have the faintest 
picture of a soul's innocence shattered and 
lost by sin. Lose the idol of your life, and 
weep your eyes out with the bitter salt tears; 
you may have the intensity, but naught of 
that high character of grief which a Christian 
mother feels over her son gone astray — the 
pure, living soul of the mother over the lost 
one of her son. Never more shall he be as 
he was. Let the saving "waters of penance 
wash him white in the Blood of the Lamb; 
his first innocence is gone forever. Let him 
be picked out as a precious vase for the 
altar, here first, and then for heaven here- 
after; never shall he be what he was. Bril- 
liant he will be, and magnificent, but h\s first 
innocence will never return. 

"My son!" uttered the mother, in accents 
of deepest distress, " my son, what is the 
matter?" She laid her hand upon his to 
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move it from his face and look at him ; there 
was no need; for the warm tears were g" fil- 
ing through his fingers, and her hand was 
wet with them. 

I le could not command his voice, but at last 
he sobbed out: "I shall tell you to-morrow." 
"You will tell inc! Then do so, 1 entreat 
you. To-morrow — if to-morrow, why not" — 
she checked the rest and finished only men- 
tally, "why not now?" "Then to-morrc-W," 
she resumed aloud; "go to rest now, 
Charles." Ami she kissed his fervid brow. 
1 Ic rose more collected, but very down- 
cast, and left the room. No sooner was he 
in his own apartment and on his knees, than 
the tears flowed again, Then he rested on 
his pillow. 

Suddenly a light shone through his win- 
dow, and cast the shadow of its frame clear 
and distinct upon the ceiling; it moved. 
Ills first impulse was to start up and see 
what light it was that could appear in such a 
quiet part of the city, so suddenly and so 
brightly; it vanished. He fell back from his 
rising attitude and wondered. So it is ; in 
darkness a light comes, and it goes, but 
whence it comes, and whither it goes, we 
know not. And so. in temptation, grace 
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comes, and warmth and hri»1itne ss suddenly 
cheer us; but when they will come or whence 
they have come, we know not till after- 
warda, — till in heaven, we shall learn, and find 
it part of our blessedness t* behold how 
everything, even the keenest blast of temp- 
tation, blew only for our jjoml, and was tem- 
pered to our weakness. Hut now darkness 

is here, and the light comes and it goes, and 
it docs its work, and we don't know how; 
but so it is. 

And Charles mused and wondered whence 
came that light; and he thought that every 
light came first of all from his Father in 
heaven. He had tossed about for a whole 
hour, and the tears were not dry on his 
cheek or his pillow ; so he felt tossed on the 
breakers of life: yet these same breakers 
were like a cradle to him, for lie was iinder 
the eye of One who saw and loved, though 
Himself unseen. And Charles looked won- 
deringly about the dark corners of the room, 
to meet that eye and say; "Thou dost mark 
the fall of a sparrow; am not 1 much more?" 
But the eye escaped him ; he could not catch 
it Yet he felt it upon him, and saw it in the 
liglit of faith with the eye of Ms soul, and his 

bodily eyes closed with fatigue, and he slept 
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THE CLOUDS ARE SCATTERED* 

OW arc yon, little friend?" asked 
Charles, as he shook a tittle fellow's 
hand next morning, under the college 

walls. 
"As merry as a lark, Charlie," was the 
blithe rejoinder; and ihc sun shone bright 
in the sky and was reflected in the boy's 
face. It shone through Uie great east win- 
dow of the church, and streamed over nave, 
sanctuary and altar. The faithful, scattered 
over the body of the church, told their silent 
prayers, while the intoning of the deacon 
waked the echoes at that early hour, and 
lent a voice to the stillness. The first fire 
was lighted, and the altar was vested anew ; 

and the hearts of the faithful were warmed 

again with the Paschal joys of I lol/ Saturday. 

'I he feeble Harry attended the one high 

Mass, and returned home full of spirits, chat- 
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ting with his mother about the pleasures of 
such a life as Charlie led. 

"Mother," he said, "I should like to re- 
semble Charlie. Ikit lie is younger — his 
time not wasted." 

"What is it that delights you. Marry?" 

"His life, so full and so beautiful. He lias 
so many thoughts in his mind, when I talk to 
him, such as 1 could never think of; and his 
manners do so enchant me. And lie does 
aiot think much of himself." 

" That is true. It is the splendor of virtue 
to be unconscious of its presence." 

"When we entered the church an hour 
ago, and saw him passing down the aisle in 
cassock and surplice, I should not care for a 
hner sight." 

He talked on, and his mother was glad 

to see him talk himself out on such an inspir- 
ing topic. 

" Mother," he turned rapidly to her, "have 

you forgiven me yet?" 

" Henry," she looked at him with imploring 
eyes, "you know I do not wish you to enter- 
tain thoughts of that kind, if you love me. 
Hut, as to Charlie, wait till we see him in 
procession — see them all." 

Meanwhile, Charlie had taken his way home. 
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Mc, too, said a word to his mother, and, as 
she made him lake a scat beside her, she 
kissed him on the brow, and she unfolded 
unto him the story of her love and her fears, 
of her hopes and her anxiety. And he lis- 
tened and his heart throbbed, as he viewed 
each opening of a mother's heart, and desired 
to give a true issue to such longings. 

"I should like, indeed, mother," he said, 
"to be everything you would have mc. Cut 
when of late I seemed to be growing other- 
wise—] was doing so unwillingly. When 
the mind experiences emotions and gathers 
around some object outside of me, no wonder 
I feel no longer myself." 

"Son, we should always keep our thoughts 

within fold, in lawful pasture." 

"I would, mother; and, therefore, I see 

my will h good." 
"The will makes a way for itself!" 
" Yes, mother ; tut at (he expense of other 

powers, which do not yield easily." 

» That is true, child— eyes and ears. But 

the espcn.se they are put to is not worth 

counting." 

"It is a pity they cost so much trouble. 
If one could not see, ten thousand imaginings 
would never be— persons, forms, looks— 
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hicli the heart should never go after. If 
one could not hear, so many sweet sounds 
would never play upon the soul and keep 
up their echoes long after the voice has 

uttered them." 

"These things may not bo in our power, 
Charlie; but diversion is." 

"Until it is tiresome and tedious »0 be 
always diverting oneself; when diversion is 
no pleasure, but a sickening repetition — in 
the moments of stillness, in the hour of dusk, 
in the noonday rest, and under the lights of 
the altar." 

■'It is a gentle martyrdom, Charlie." 

"For those who bear it, mother; but for 
those who do not, it is surely destruction ; 
and for those who bear up feebly, it is a sore 
racking and distraction of themselves. There- 
fore it is, I have not been myself at all, for 
some time back, mother." And he clasped 
her hand in his. 

" God bless you, my son I" 

"Hut 1 will become myself again, mother, 
I promise you. No half measures are worthy 
of a Christian ; the whole or none." 

" You speak excellently, child. I would I 
could have instilled such principles into you 
as you have already imbibed somewhere." 
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" They are plain to me, mother — 'Whether 
it is that lights around me arc brighter, or 
my eyes are opened wider." 

" Charles, 1 would not approach the sacred 
converse of your soul with God, otherwise 
than as a matter of great deliberation. That 
is sacred ground. But, my dear Charles, 
you seem to have carried me on to the 
sacred ground of your intercourse with God, 
nnri I learn chat you are not broken — you 
are my precious vase — and you arc not 
broken ! You carry the perfumes of my 
existence, for time and eternity; and the 
perfumes .ire not lost. God bless you, child !" 

Charles melted into tears, The clouds- 
which had hung over his soul were scattered. 
Doubts about the present state of his soul 
seemed to have preyed upon him and now 
t> have been scattered. Doubts, too, about 
his future seemed to have darkened his day. 
Hut the future is best revealed when the 
future comes. And the present, with its 
beclouding atmosphere, which seemed to- 

hold suspended germs of disease, was puri- 
fied by the breathing of a gentle wind. 
There is One in whose hands are the winds 
and the waves — Out; in whose power is the 
breath of purity ; and such apoeared from 
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Charles" words to Ik: the saving breath which 

had restored to him his serenity. 

It was in the course of this same day that 
Edward called on his uncle, Mr. Desmond, 
and said : 

"I should like a little information, sir, tf I 

am not troublesome." 

"Not at all," was the answer; "take a 
chair. Nothing pleases me better than the 
opportunity of a chat with you, Edward." 

"Uncle," said the young man demurely, 
"I must confess that I have not drawn upon 
your advice and counsel to any great extent. 
Hut if I did not lake you more into my confi- 
dence for the sake of your kind direction, it 
was not that 1 made little of your direction, 
but thai I thought my confidence worth not 
over much," 

" Don't mention it, Edward ; if I can be of 
any service so you, state it." 

"I shall need your patient hearing, uncle. 

When 1 was in Europe, some things occurred 
which now threaten trouble. For your inte- 
rest in me, on my mother's account — " 

"And on your own, believe me, Kdward." 
"Thank you, uncle, for your kindness; 
well, on my own account also, I be? your 
advice in the present circumstances." 
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*' What are they?" 

The young man here detailed openly and 
plainly the circumstances of his last night's 
interview with the two arrivals from Europe, 
.along with all the antecedents of such an 
interview. The uncle contracted his brows 
once or twice during the recital, but said, 
<|uiie cheerily, at the close: 

"I believe, my dear Edward, that I under- 
stand the whole case : leave tho rest to me, 

■with confidence. Be assured that my plans 
will succeed." 

"Thank you, uncle; I shall be eternally 
indebted to you." 

" I think, Edward, you might put me under 
more obligations to yourself." 

"I low so?" 

"By Buffering my office and its duties to 
produce more effect upon yott and to take 
up more of your lime, than they do." 

Edward was silent. It was palpable that 
the amount of time and attention he bestowed 
on his uncle's affairs was below par. 

" You would put me under more obliga- 
tions to you, lulward." 

" Well, uncle, 1 rather think that the in- 
debtedness would be wholly on my own 
side." 
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"It may be; the more you had to do ami 
did, the less would idleness, the root of all 
evils, spread its growth in the soul. It is 
the same evil which agitates the schoolboy at 

his desk, and cracks the even surface of his 

soul; it starts unholy connections, with con- 
sequences more unholy. If you would use 
the chances my office affords, we might be 
more indebted to one another." 

A trivial thought shot through the young 
man's mind, that lie would, at the same time, 
be less indebted for finery, frivolity,, and 
questionable amusements. 

"Your early chances," the uncle continued, 

"and your younger promise would not have 
the lie given to them; your life would be- 
more useful, not only to yourself, but also to 
others. What kind of a living death is that 
life which expends its best energies of body 

and mind in dealing and receiving strokes 
of death — of moral death, of ruined pros- 
pects, of an existence without a purpose or 
an aim !" 

"It is true, sir. But I am waxing odd; — 
the idea of starting anew!" 

"1 myself, Edward, am not too old to begin 
again, wherever I fail. I do not say, undo 
what is already done. Consequences, once 
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started into being, will assert themselves;: 
the stone that is thrown knows not how to 
return. But I say, take a new aim at a new 
object. Shun a repetition of the past; repair 
it by more than will counterbalance it in 
the future." 

"I will attend your office, sir." 

"Not only my office, Edward, but my ad- 
vice. I am ahead of you in life, and I can 

look from above on the rugged nesses of your 
young existence; and I say, nothing is so 
bad but it may be made good. Still, nothing' 

bad can be made so good as not to leave its 
mark in eternity." 




XX. 

ST. UOffICA, 

'VENTS were coining to a crisis. It was 
the fourth of May. The clay was faith- 
less to the month which bore it, for the 
air was chilly and cheerless. Henry 
Mark man was in liis room, reclining in a 
great clinir, and his appearance betokened 
exhaustion. There was a pallor in his coun- 
tenance, and there was a Hush too; which 
latter came no more from the fire burning 
on the hearth, than did the paleness from the 

chill outside. His mother sat beside him. 
Tq attend on him, one way or other, seemed 
to be her solo occupation; and it seemed, too, 
as if that sole occupation would soon begone. 

The bell of the outer door rang, and soon 
the well-known tread of Charles Desmond 
was heard approaching the room. Harry 
brightened with pleasure as his friend en- 
tered ; and, with his mother on his left and 

Charlie on his right, he frit in good company. 
210 
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" The doctor has prescribed these stimu- 
lants," said the mother to Charles. 

" I wish," answered the latter, " there were 
no need of other stimulants than our two 
selves ; you and I, madam, ought to have 
spirits enough in us for any dozen of these 
outstretched skeletons," and he took I Iarry's 
thin hand tn his own and chafed it, 

" I never got such a draught of spirits in 
my life," replied the invalid, "as when I saw 
you at tile altar." 

" Hut, still more, when you felt your mother 

"by your side." 

" No, Charlie," he said sadly, "my mother 
takes all the spirit out of me." 

"What are you saying;, dearest Henry!" 
exclaimed the lady, and the tear stood in her 
eye. 

" 1 mean, mother, that I never sec you 
without thinking of my — my — " 

" Do not, 1 beg of you, son, refer to that. 
Don't weep ; you will make me quite un- 
happy." 

" 1 cannot Kelp it, mother ; I should never 
have done it." 

"Henry," said Charles, "do you know 
what Saint the Church honors to-day?" 

"Whom?" 
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"St Monica, the mother of St Ajgustinc." 
"Till mc something of them, Charlie." 
" I remember reading that they stood 
together before a window, one evening at 

Oslia; they were staying there the while, 
on the point of passing over from Rome to 
Africa. It was after St. Augustine's conver- 
sion." 
"Uack to his mother's side, Charlie, if I 

mistake not?" 

" She had followed him, dearest I len ry, 
from Africa to Milan, where he taught rheto- 
ric ; it was to her prayers and tears that he 
ever attributed his coming back to God." 

Henry turned his head around, put out 
liis hand, and taking that of his mother, 

kissed it thrice. 

"What did they do at Ostia?" 

"They stood before the window together, 
and looked over the garden in front, out to 
the harbor of the Tiber. They talked to- 
gether, forgetful of the past, stretching for- 
ward to the future prospect of life among 
the Saints." 

"Yes!" ejaculated the invalid, forgetting 
the present in the vision opening before htm. 

"The best of what they saw and heard, as 
they exercised their minds and hearts in this 
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holy conversation, Is too high for me to 
repeat." 

"How elevating!" exclaimed Mrs. Mark- 
man. "Reflections of this kind lighten so 
much the cares of life!" 

"Already, in a manner, their cares had 
ceased to be, at the time they thus conversed, 
for Monica told her son that now there was 
nothing further for her in this life; there 
■was no further pleasure and no further hope. 
The only hope to l>c accomplished was 
already fulfilled; Augustine was a Christian. 
Indeed, he was a Saint." 

" Monica, too, was a Saint." 

" Yes," replied Charles ; " but she had not 
always been so." 

"Indeed! What was her early life?" 

"She was once called by a servant a winc- 
fcibber." 

" St. Monica was? Did the servant mean 

hr 

"Yes," answered Charles, "and it was the 
salvation of the girl ; for she never deserved 
the appellation again." 

" I ell us how it all happened." 
"The way was interesting and instructive 
enough. Monica had always been put upon 
her guard against such a degrading vice as 
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wine-bibbing; she had for nurse an old 
woman who had carried Monica's father in 
her arms; and this good old woman was so 
strict that she would not suffer any of the 
girls to drink between meals at all, and at 
meals it was only water she allowed them." 
"Oh, thai was too hard!" exclaimed Harry. 
"Well, she said to them that soon they 
would become mistresses in houses of their 
own, and would have the keys of closets and 
cellars. If now, when young, they could not 
control their appetites so as to grant them 
only what was necessary, they would readily 
then pass over to indulging in what was 
luxurious," 

"Well, but how," inquired Harry, -'after 
such self-subjugation, could Monica do what 
you said?" 

"You see, Harry, she became a self-deny- 
mg, prudent girl, and therefore her parents 
gave- to her, as the most trustworthy, the 
key of the cellar to draw wine. She look 
the cup, and dipping it into the cask from 
above, drew i t out; but before pouring the 
wine, thus drawn, into her pitcher, she had 
the slight imprudence to put it to her lips 
and take one little sip. She did not like it, 
and took no mare that time." 
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"Why, on earth, did she take it at all, if 
she did not like it?" 

■"Others did, you see. I myself have been 
tempted to Lake up some habits of my elders, 
not because I like them, but because my 
elders do. No doubt, I should come to be 
fond of them in course of time." 

"It is remarkable," observed Mrs. Mark- 
man; "and it is just the way children do; 
they must try everything with their own 
mouihs. The nurses have to see that they 
don't poison or cut themselves. And when 
they grow older, they arc bound by some 
mania to put their mouths to every pump 
they see." 

"Mother, I should not like children to 
have a hydrophobia." 

" Nor I, I larry ; but that is no reason why 

they should drink so ; and, goodness ! how 
they cat — fish, flesh, fowl, fruit, anything that 
is eatable." 

"Yes," resumed Charles; "it would seem 
from Monica's case that their teeth water, 
even though they don't know the taste of a 
thing. Slu: did not know the taste of the 
wine; yet she obeyed the childish law of 
childhood, On the second and third days, 

a drop or two became less and less unpalata- 



2i 6 The Acolyte. 

Mc. She thought it all nothing, until the 
nothing became something great, when she 
could quaff off a whole cup without wincing-.'* 
"Where now was her old nurse?" 
"Yes, where was she ? And where would 
have been Monica's future sanctity, but for 
a stroke or Providence?" 

"What was that?" 

"One day she fell into a quarrel with the 
maid-servant who used to go down with her 
into the cellar, and the servant called her a 
wine-bibber." 

" That was a stroke V 

"It cut her to the quick, and she never 
drank again. Ami her future turned out to 
be such as had been promised by her early 
training-. She was given in marriage — 
strangely enough— to a pagan ; but she 
strove to win him to- God, speaking and win- 
ning", not so much by words as by deeds, 
painting God to him in her manners. Bat 
her ways wore many, and I am doing all the 
talking. What docs Harry think of himself?" 
He smiled as he addressed Mrs. Markman. 

"He will surely think himself better, if you 

let him hear more of these ways and man- 
ners of the Saints." 

I am delighted," Charles answered, "to 
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■ee him interested in anything. Do you 
Irrl any pain, Harry?" 

"No; but tins short breathing is trouble- 
some." 

" I confess, Mrs. Markman," said Charles, 
"tli.it I always feci more of a man after chat- 
ting wall my friends. I cannot help thinking 
of those lines which a poet addresses to 
God; 

■ When Willi ■Wr frurmU *wori InlL I ln>UI, 

Am! nit i!h Bum ' l«r— inlbM, 

I ■ I ii"! my I" .Hi u illi 111 11"' I mill, 
I >.i |« ll> <ll I I liiv iIi.ii'H.' 

WI1.1i 1I1) you think, madam ?" 

"My dear Charles," said the lady, affec- 
tionately, "I assure you that you cannot do 
me a greater favor, than by entertaining 
I loriry frequently with your favorite* thoughts. 
I .mi ni one mind with you as to the effect 
ol them. And Henry chinks the same." 

" Indeed he does,'' said the invalid, for 
EiiniBclfa 

" Then tin rcvoir — till I make bold to come 
again," said Charlie, as he rose. 

" Good morning, Charles/' said Henry. 

"God Mess yon, child!" said the lady to 

him, as he bade her adieu, 
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HE month of June is come, the last in 
which we shall see our friend, Harry 
Markman : and this was the day of all 
days for (lowers, splendor and joy; it 
was the feast of Corpus Christi. Harry was 
anxious to enjoy what, since his return home, 
had become his only real pleasure — to be 
present at church service ; and also, as he 
said himself, to take a view of Charlie, 

After high mass the solemn procession 
was formed; and forty little boys in black, 
and little girls in white, began to proceed 
down the: nave, strewing rose-leaves and 
flowers the while; and there issued forth 
from the sanctuary a cross-bearer, escorted 
on either side by an acolyte with lighted can- 
dle. A couple of small servers followed, 
vested in scarlet cassock and muslin surplice; 
their necks were adorned with a chain and 
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pendant medallion, containing the likeness 
of their patron saint, Blessed John Bcrch- 
nians. While they rang bells of joy, three 
more followed, holding the staff and tassels 
of a banner, which carried the portraiture of 
the same blessed patron. Two more ad- 
vanced bearing- lighted torches, and escort- 
ing an acolyte, in whose hands rested a sym- 
bol oi the Blessed Sacrament — ears of wheat 
upon a golden salver; a couple more of 

tOrchd proceeded, escorting such another 
symbol bearer, with rich grapes clustering 
Upon a silver platter; and a dozen other 
such couples followed, doing honor to as 
many signs of Corpus Christi — chalice and 

paten and cruets, in gold; veil, burse, pall, 
in silk and satin. And the attire, meanwhile, 
of the torch-] irarers and symbol-bearers 

alternated between while and black and 

white and scarlet Others came with a ban- 
ner of the Sacred Heart, and tassel-bearers, 
in size diminutive, but exquisite attire. 

The clergy proceeded forward, numbering 
OVCr a score, vested in dalmatic, cope, and 
chasuble, of damask, silver and gold ; and, as 
they advanced, they chanted the Pange IJn- 

guac>\ congratulation, love, ami triumph for 
the Sacrament of the liody of Christ. 
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Three more acolytes bore incense; six 
swung censers; two followed with lighted 
candles, immediately in the face and presence 
of Him, to whom every tribute of devotion 
was being paid, in whose honor the tongues 
of all sang joy. souls were raised in prayer, 
and gloved hands carried (lowers, torches, 
symbols and banners. He came, borne in a 
remonstrance by the officiating priest, with 
two attendants, and carried under a canopy, 
which was supported by four young men in 
civilian attire— the tribute of the world to 

the triumph of the Lord. 
; Harry was ravished at the sight; the bells 
rang a peal of delight in liis soul; the spec- 
tacle poured in through his eyes. He fixed 
them on Charlie, who came swinging a censer 
and throwing clouds of incense directly in 
front of the Blessed Sacrament. It would 
seem that in Harry's whole make there was 
no alloy of .the base metal, envy; he was 
pure gold, although for a long lime he had 
been tarnished. When he beheld his friend, 
he thought there was nothing so fine, so 
befitting, so ennobling, as the function Char- 
lie was then performing in the face of the 
1-ord. and the way he was discharging it. He 
gazed till the object of his admiration had 
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nearly passed him, and the bell at Harry's 
side warned him to bow in reverence. He 
bowed and prayed, and he cried for mercy 
in ihc depth of his heart, so that his breast 
heaved with emotion, and the violence of it 
brought a sudden gush of blood to his mouth, 
lie tried to conceal his distress, but his 
mother observed it, and rising quickly, moved 
with him out of church, 
in a few minutes he was set down safely 

At home; ftfld once arrived there, a copious 
hemorrhage from the lung's, and complete 
exhaustion, prostrated him on his bed. His 
mother sat woe-stricken beside him, and, all 
comfortless as she herself was, tried to give 
comfort as a mother knows how. But he said: 
" Mother, dear mother," — and he clasped 

her hands convulsively, — "we must part." 
Thf mother sobbed aloud and pressed the 

wasted hands to her lips. 

" Mother, I want the last oacraments." 

" O rny boy," she cried, "my darling boy!" 

" Mother," he said, "long ago did I make 

my peace with God, and you have been the 

angel of my penance. My great sorrow for 

your griefs made me very sorry for offending; 

God. I trust lie has forjjivcu me — as you 

have." 

i 9 * 
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"Oh, I have Harry— a thousand times I 
have; and He; much more! Oh, how like 
yourself you are, my own noble boy — and 
now to lose you !" 

"Come, mother, wc shall never lose one 

anotlier more. In eternity I shall make up 
for what I have done in time. Kiss me, 

mother." 

" Dearest I lenry!" 

" A priest, to bring our Lord and near mv 
confession — Charlie too." 

The mother sent a message and returned, 
bidding him be at ease. 

"Thank you," he said. "Oh, mother, how 
my heart cleaves to you as 1 never felt it 
before; and you make it cling to Cod too." 

"He loves you much more than I, my 

son." 

"I hope He heard my prayer to-day." 

"What was it?" 

'• I prayed to live, to repay Him." 

"You will repay Him. if you live and die 
wholly in His hands." 

*' Give me your hand, mother." He kissed 
it saying: "Blessed hand of my mother, that 
has brought me to a happy death! Pray 
with me, mother." 

He broke the silence with the reflection : 
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"A happy death? Yes, but not with the 
happiness or earlier days." 

"Why reflect on those things, Henry?" 

-I cannot help it, mother; I am not what 
I was io those times." 

■ Let us enjoy our present peace, son, and 
not wake up such saddening reflections." 

"Oh, my present peace is in such contrast 
with (hts sad past, which promised no such 
future as this!" 

"Could you be happier, son? You will 
receive what you asked for. Do you desire 

more?" 

"Nothing, mother; I desire nothing. But 
I regret much— empty years— empty as my 
vacant mind during the years I strayed. 
Nothing in store, save my (ears. Nothing 
in my hand but a broken heart!" 

"Why so, when I love you so much?" 

" You love me so much, that 1 see what I 
did, mother. You love me so much that I 
see how God loved me." 

The mother was bathed in tears. 

"I was not so in my earlier y <r vl< r I 
lived a full life— full hours, full days, full 
years ; 1 studied, 1 said my prayers, and frc- 

tmunlly 1 made aspirations to God." 
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"\\ hat else arc you doing now, son, 
sinccij-ou returned?" 

"'Yes, mother, but how rich and green 
was my promise then, if this dry slick of a 
broken-down spirit can do so now. Then, 

my thoughts and desires kept festive days 
before God always ; now, I feast on the 
remains. Reflections are my food; and, if I 
lived twenty years to come, I should still be 
What I am, — a break-down and a failure 
posted up anew." 
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THE LAST //OCR OF TJ/ C WAXDERER, 



'HE priest came within an hour, and he 
was left alone with the dyinj^ youth. 
When the confession was over, the 
mother was called in, anil she entered 

the room accompanied by Mrs. Desmond, 
Charles, the uncle, and soon followed Ly 
Edward Desmond and other friends or do- 
mestics. 

A table was covered with a spotless white 
cloth; a crucifix was set erect in the twiddle, 

and two wax candles lighted. Then ihe 
Father drew from lus bosom the sacred bur- 
den of the Lord's Body, which he bore there; 
and all prostrated themselves on their knees. 
Henry lay dressed upon liis bed; a HljIu 
coverlet was spread over him. Exhaustion 
was depicted on his countenance, and his 
closed eyelids, through which tlic tears still 
streamed, j^avu a death-like composure to 

his features. The priest bestowed the bless- 
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ing, and standing erect beside the prostrate 

form, prayed that the Body of our Lord Jesus 
Christ might guard his soul into everlasting 
life; and while the invalid raised himself a 
little, and opened his mouth, the minister of 
Gq<1 placed upon his tongue the Viatteum, 
his food for the journey to life everlasting. 
The rest who were present knell and prayed, 
and many wept. 

Then came the anointing; and it applied, 
With blessing upon blessing, the fountains of 
the Saviour's grace to each member which 
had wandered, and every part that ailed; and 
thus again the prayers of the just were 
poured forth on the sick man, and, for the 
twentieth time, were his sins forgiven him. 

The priest withdrew, and the friends gath- 
ered around. Edward, too, clasped the dying 
youth's hand. The Latter smiled faintly, and 
requested all to be seated. They did so, 
and spoke, in low tones, words; of comfort to 
him and among themselves. Hut the end 

iiad not yet come. He revived after the 
reception of the Sacraments, and talked 
briefly, but cheerily; so that, when an hour 
had elapsed, friends took leave of him for a 
time and returned home. 

Days passed, their monotony bein-' relieved 
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by frequent visits, till the ninth day after 
Corpus Christ!, It was Friday, and early in 
the morning a message came to Charles that 
Harry was not expected to hold out long. 
Charles and his mother visited him forthwith, 
and a glance convinced them that they must 
expect a speedy dissolution ; the doctor des- 
paired of three hours of life 

Charles took his friend's hand. "Harry* 
he said, gently and sweetly, "the holy sacri- 
fice of the Mass is now bcin^f offered up to 
God for you." 

"Thank God!" murmured the youth. "Who 
will take charge of me hence? Whose feast 
is it?" 

"The feast of the Sacred Heart of Jesus." 

"Indeed ! Mother!" he exclaimed, with a 
sudden flash of energy, "it is the feast of the 
Sacred Heart, and Mass is now being offered 
for me!" 

"Yes, Harry," replied Mrs. Markman, 
calmly, " all that can be done in heaven or 
on earth is now being done." 

"Mother, did you not devote me to the 

Sacred Heart?" 

" Yes, my son ; in my watchmgs and pray- 
ers of five years, you were the charge of the 
Sacred Heart," 
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"Has It not granted everything?" 

"It has, Henry, except what yet remains, 
when It takes you to Itself." 

'I he youth kissed the crucifix which he 
held; he kissed the open side of the Lords 
he repeated his acts of reverence and love. 
Charles whispered as he did so: "In Thee, 
my God, and for Thee, and from Thee, and 
with Thee; in the most Sacred Hearts of 
Jesus and of Mary." Henry answered, 
"Amen." He turned and said: 

"Charles, live and finish what I have never 
begun"— lie spoke with difficulty— "your Jife, 
your life of perfection— the sight of you 
renewed me. The thought of myself has 
filled inc with bitterness. But never such 
peace, since the days of my purity, as in the 
bitterness of repentance. Yet never could 
1 be henceforth what you are and must be, 
Charles, give me your hand; pray for me." 
lie wanted to kiss his friend's hand, but 

Charles, weeping and blushing, kissed his. 

"Mother"— she stood beside his bed— 
"Charles shall live to repay his mother's 
love. To repay yours, I die on this day of 
the Sacred Heart. Edward, your hand; God 
bless you ! Pray for wandering, erring me!" 

This salute of love was like a sword driven 
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right through Kd ward's breast. There had 
been much to prey on him of late, much to 
sober him. He had now been faithful to the 
call of attending on his dying friend, to whose 
untimely ruin he had contributed so much. 
And now his fidelity to the call of friendship 

was rewarded with a moving call of grace. 
Tor the first time within years of Charlie's 
recollection, two tears stood in Edward's 
cyrs and rolled down his cheeks, as he ap- 

proached and stood beside the dying boy. 
I h said : 

"Henry, I have never asked your pardon 
for the evil I did you. I beg now, grant me 
your forgiveness." 

•• My heartfelt love, Edward, for all the 

affection you ever l>ore me; no blame to any 
one except myself; if there were, I forgive, I 
forgive, from the bottom of my heart — as I 
hope to be forgiven." Uncle Desmond just 

then stood by; Henry addressed him: 
"Uncle, the sailor-boy is on the last voyag-e. 
Good-bye; you were very, very kind." 

The uncle pressed the boy's hand in l>oih 
of his. Ittit these scones were moments of 

labor and exhaustion ; be spoke with great 

difficulty, and now he fairly sank. His coun- 
tenance changed. The priest arriving recited 
m 
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the prayers for the agonizing; they were 
responded toby all kneeling. Half an hour 
elapsed so. The mother caught every breath 
as she knelt beside her son; then he put out 
his hand, which she clasped; with the other 
he moved the crucifix to his face, and so 
doing, the hand and crucifix fell motionless, 
and Harry Markman was no more 3 





XXIII. 

THE FACE OF DEATH. 

HE day of Harry Markman's death was 

Friday, the Feast of the Sacred Heart 

of Jesus. He died at the; hour when 

the Holy Sacrifice was being offered up 

to Heaven, for his happy departure from 

earth. The mother's yricf had already been 

softened, its edge taken off, by her deep- 
seated resignation to the adorable will of 
God. Hut, of course, the moment of his 
actual departure opened the wounds of her 
heart afresh. The heart is a tender member, 
which does not reason ; it only feels. 

The corpse was laid out. Friends visited 
in numbers, and poured forth their prayers 
over the mortal remains of Henry Markman. 

May he rest in peace! 

The long, long; day dragged out its weary 
existence, and the night tapers shed their 

23' 
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watchful light, — the last watch over the dead. 
Morning dawned. The coffin was borne to 
the Church, and deposited before the high 
altar. Everything in this last act was full of 
meaning; the body was laid so that the fact 
were turned towards the sanctuary. This 
meant that the departed ojie was not a priest; 
it meant that the deceased had not the altar 
for his glory and his crown ; but the mother, 
fortunately, was not alive to the meaning of 
the ceremony, and she was spared this one 
pang of memory — this recollection of those 
better days, when the light of hope shone 
over the boy's head, and she thought he 
would stand by her death-bed, to minister 
with his anointed hands in her own last 
journey from earth. She was now spared 
this pang of memory. 

The mourners occupied the scats to the 
right and left of the bier. There was the 
family of the Desmonds; Edward in company 
with Galveston ; many friends, and a large 
concourse of the faithful. The Mass for the 
dead was. celebrated; and the choir chanted 
and the organ swelled through the arches 
of the church, with " Requiem afertiam dona 
ers, Doiitine" — through the same aisles in 
which, ten days before, Henry had been rapt 
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in admiration and devotion during the pro- 
cession of Corpus Chris ll. 

The Mass was finished. The priest put 
on a black cope. A cross-bearer proceeded 
from the sanctuary to the bier. He was 
attended by two acolytes, vested in cassock 
and surplice, and bearing lighted torches. 
These two were Charles and James, There 
followed them a line of twice twelve youths, 
similarly vested, and with lighted torches in 
their hands. The cross-bearer took his 
stand at the head of the corpse, with his two 
attendants, one at each side of Mm. Twelve 
acolytes ranged themselves to the right ol 
the bier; twelve to the left. At the foot, 
two large chandeliers were filled with lighted 
torches; and, between them, the priest, in 
black cope, with his assistants, began to pro- 
nounce the supplications of the Church over 
the dead, and to beseech the Eternal Father 

in behalf of His servant, Henry. And when 
the canticle of death and judgment had been 
chanted: — "That day, the day of wrath, of 
calamity and misery, the great day and 
exceeding bitter, when Thou shalt come to 
judge the world by fire" — the officiating 
priest walked around the bier, purifying it 
with holy water; and around again, throwing 
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clouds of incense aver the departed in Christ 
— "whom Thou Uast ordered, this day, to 
depart this life." 

He mounted the altar-steps and began to 
speak. He dilated in the sense of those 
words: " Who will give me to be as I was in 
months past, in the days when God preserved 
me, when 1 1 is lamp shone over my head, and 
by His light I walked through the darkness? 
as I was in the days of my youth, when God 
was secretly within my tabernacle? I put on 
justice; and I clothed me with judgment, as 
With a robe and a diadem. I was an eye to 
the blind and feel to the lame. I was the 
father of the poor. And I said: I shall die 
in my nest, and, like a palm tree, I shall mul- 
tiply my days. . . But now, I am reduced to 
nothingness; my desires Thou hast swept 
away like the wind; and my welfare hath 
passed away like a cloud. And now, my 
soul is dried up within me, and the days of 
affliction possess me, Hy niijhc, my bone is 
pierced with pains; and they, who devour 
me, take no rest. I am likened to the mire, 
and become as dust and ashes." 

In silence unbroken, the congregation lis- 
tened. Charles and James were not tear- 
less, The youths, in black cassock and white 
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surplice, who stood around the bier, were 
moved, and on the cheeks of many, fresh 
with the bloom and hue of life, tears now 
were coursing silently; and the only sound 
to break the stillness, beside the preacher's 
voice, was a short cough, now and then, from 
one or other of the boys, rather to stifle 
their emotion, than from any other cause. 

But lid ward's whole soul was stirred ; his 
heart was tossed about as on many waters. 
The words of the preacher swayed his feel- 
ings to and fro, as he had never experienced 

before. It was a voice from the tomb that 
rung in the cars of tin: living; and, under the 
impulse of the moment, as the acolytes with- 
drew, Kdward stepped out and approached 
the bier. Other friends gathered around; 

and, as his hand was on the coffin to move 

the lid, his wish wns anticipated, The por- 
tion which covered the corpse's head was 
turned back, for a last view. 

Mark man \s face was uncovered. The 
pale checks were deeply sunk and attenuated. 
About the month and lips there was a 
repose, as of one at peace at last, — as of one 
who sleepeth. And the dark rings, around 

the closed eyes, seemed to speak of tears 
shed in jilenty, of sorrow very great; and 
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the calm open brow, on which years had 
made no wrinkle, spoke of a repentance and 
a confidence not spent in vain. The be- 
holders felt not like mourners who have no 
hope. 

On the pillow of the dead youth rested a 
beautiful rose, which Emily had placed there; 
it was just beginning to fade. But its rich 
fragrance still lingered. Edward bent over 
the face of death. The strong man was 
overcome. He fairly wept; and the tear- 
drops fell upon the bier. 

Galveston stood beside him, and, observ- 
ing his emotion, quietly took his hand and 
moved back into the pew. The two knelt, 
and the tears flowed fast clown Edward's 
cheeks. He buried his face in his hands. 

Galveston, too, knelt. He had never 
before felt such a reality of life; he had 
never experienced such a reality of death. 
Me seemed to awake from a dream, and 
find everything instinct with life. Church, 
sanctuary, altar, everything stood around, full 
of meaning, full of life. Things were not 
what they had seemed. They had all been 
semblances before ; now they bore on him 
as realities — truths all around, the truth of 
some One yonder, inside that tabernacle, 
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really there, addressing him, speaking to his 
heart. For the first time in his life, the 
Blessed Sacrament Of the altar stood out as 
a reality. Religion, like a vision of justice 
and peace, for the first time appeared vested 
before him, in garments of truth. The voice 
of the preacher seemed to ring still in his 
cars, with the words: "In the holy place I 
ministered before Him." And Galveston, 
by education half-a-Calholic, by association 
half-an infidel, fell that the ground on which 

he knelt was holy, and that he was in the 

real presence of Him who is the God of 
heaven and of earth. 

Edward rose to move out with the pro- 
cession. Galveston did not stir, but said in 

a subdued tone: "Excuse me; I would 
remain here awhile." Edward gave a slight 
nod, took his hat and gloves, and, joining the 
funeral procession out of the church, took 
his scat in the same carriage with his uncle. 
Galveston stayed, and he sat down and 
thought. The good seeds which had been 
sown in former life, and been fostered in 
good company of late, wore now, in a few 
brief hours, receiving an extraordinary de- 
velopment. That was a great gift which he 
had just received, — the grace of realign", 
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of touching- palpably and being touched by 
the truths of where he was, and what lie was 
— the mysteries of life and death, and the 
duties which dawned upon huti. But here 
came upon his Blind old vague fears, which 
had always beset conversion — the terrors of 
repentance and penance — the Sacraments 
and self-sacrifice! Still, the spirit of God 
was busy around him, and moved over the 
face of the troubled waters in his soul. 
Angels whispered about him, and suggested 
thoughts which befitted a man of business in 
so momentous a crisis: "Ten thousand men 
and women and children do these things- 
why not 1?" And just as this mighty ques- 
tion of eternal loss or gain was trembling 
111 the balance, lo! a vision of Charlie rose 
up before him, of virtue, and purity, and 
innocence, and genius. And James stood at 
the side of Charles — just as half an hour ago 
they ministered there, adorned with the 
snow-white surplice, and with torches of 
justice in their hands, burning like shining 
lights in the face of heaven and earth. Gal- 
veston's heart was warmed. And he asked 
himself — how were they so beautiful, and 
how did they keep themselves so? And 
again he remembered the Sacraments, the 
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fountains of grace and beauty; and, in parti- 
cular, the SacramcriE of the altar, the centre 
of life in the whoie Church — the Eucharist, 
in which Christ left Himself for the good of 

souls — -propter homines. Then he fell he 
was in presence of the same Holy Eucharist; 
and he knelt down. 

Just then, a person entered the deserted 
sanctuary, and, passing out, came down by 
* '.alveston. Il was the sacristan. Our friend 
sijjmrd to him ami asked whether any father 
was at liberty. The words trembled on his 
lips as he inquired. Oh! It is hard for the 
bearded man to be born anew ! The sacris- 
tan answered: 

"Yes, sir." 

"Could I sec him?" he inquired again. 

"Certainly, sir; I will call him." 
c ■ S =s a it 

Another soul was won to God' 
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XXIV 

THE rUXSUERS rURSUF.D. 

HAT Jay, alter the funeral cortege had 
returned to the city, and the numerous 
friends were dispersed, Mrs. Markman 
consented to the urgent request of the 
Desmonds,, and came to reside for a time 
with them. Her own house was full of lone- 
liness and sadness. 

About three o'clock in the afternoon, the 
members of the family were seated together. 
Their consolation and comfort, after the 
recent depressing scenes, lay in disburdening 
their minds to one another. Mrs. Desmond 
showed herself the wise matron, rich in the 
resources of piety and in the prudence of a 
Christian mother. Efltlly could apply the 

salve of a feeling but buoyant disposition. 
Uncle Desmond called at the house, and 
after joining in the party for a little while, 
begged to withdraw with Edward. The 
young man said: 
240 
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"With pleasure, uncle." 

They saluted the company and, as they 
entered an adjoining apartment, the uncle, 
with a slight smile hovering around his lips, 
observed : 

"My dear Edward, I have settled your 
business." 

" You have ? When, uncle ? How ?" 

"Within the last few days; but I deferred 

informing you, li!l the last nail was struck on 

the head; and, moreover, till our departed 

friend's obsequies were completed." 

"Dear uncle," said Edward, with great 

earnestness, and an expression of lively gra- 
titude on his face, "give me all the parti- 
culars." 

"In brief, they are these. You must know, 
in the first place, that I had travelled with 
those two same ruffians; and, before ever 
you broached the subject to me, I had heard 
your name in the mouth of strangers, abroad 
on the high seas." 

" Is that possible, uncle? You never men- 
tioned ii." 

" No ; but 1 was not, on that account, the 

Loss alive to consequences, So I felt happy 
in gathering an item or two of information, 

from \vli;il 1 overheard Ihmi say in the depot 
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at New York, and on the cars. They meant 
to settle down in business, somewhere in 
the States. With this, and the information 
you yourself afforded me, of your having 
been initiated into that society in Paris, on 
a night when you would seem to have been 
plied with liquor, and rendered somewhat 
unconscious of what you were doing, I Dro- 
cceded to work." 

"What measures did you take, uncle?" 
"I first called upon our friend, detective 
Kilben. You know that for ability, there is 
no man his equal in this part of the country, 
nor another pair of eyes equal to his. I 
detailed my design to him ; and, taking him 
as companion, went at once to carry it out. 
I called at M— 's hotel ; and sent up my card 
to your acquaintances. The waiter brought 
down word that I was invited up stairs. I 
declined; I desired to meet them in the 
coffee-room. You see, I did not care for 
discussing the business in a private place, 
lest violence should be attempted. These 
men are generally armed. To be sure, so 
was my friend, the detective. But I would 
have them down ; and one of them came. I 
requested the presence of both. Both ap- 
peared, and we sat down together in the 
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coffee-room. Meanwhile, you may imagine, 
■we had recognized one another, at first 
glance, as fellow-travellers over the ocean. 
Jn answer to their expression of surprise, I 
observed quietly: 

"'Yes, gentlemen, we have travelled to- 
gether. And, as you see by my card, my 
name is Mr. Desmond. Now, without more 
ado, will you tell me your claims upon Ed- 
ward Desmond.' 

" 'I have his bond/ observed the dark man. 
" ' Let us see the bond and form a judg- 
ment upon it,' said I. 

"'I have shown it to him,' was the answer, 
'and he acknowledged it.' 

•**! take his place, now,' said I; 'let me 
sec it* 

"'That is impossible, sir,' he answered, 
'this is a private affair, between Mr. Edward 
Desmond and ourselves,' 

"'Gentlemen,' I answered, 'to make the 
matter brief, understand a point or two upon 
this question. Whether Mr. Edward Des- 
mond has reached man's estate or not, and 
lias a property of his own or not, docs not 
much concern us, after all. For, if the hold 
you have upon him is not founded on law, 
but on certain relations which he has con- 
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traded with you, know that those relations 
have no standing in this country.' Here I 
glanced at our friend, the detective, who had 
never moved his eyes off one of the couple, 
but to fix them on the other; and who, by 
that operation, -was evidently causing them 
no little uneasiness. I continued: 'If your 
claims upon him are only to further your 
own private business purposes in the States, 
where I know you are going: to settle/ — at 
this they started— 'our friend and I are both 
of us well acquainted with every nook and 
corner in the business parts of this country, 
and with every title you can put forward on 
Edward's property." 

"The detective, meanwhile, had not uttered 
a single word; he merely looked at them. 

"I continued: 'Gentlemen, I am here to 
answer any reasonable demand. Make at, 
and you shall be satisfied.' 

'"My demands,' said one of them, pretty 
fiercely, 'are on Edward Desmond!' 

'"Then, sir,* I answered sternly, 'your 

demands are as good as none!' 

'"We shall see that!' the taller one of the 
couple answered; it was the first time he 
spoke. He was going on to say something; 
more, when Kilben rose to his feet. You 
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know, Kdward, what a tall, powerful maa he 
is, villi a ferocious black beard. He rose 
up and sakl to me: 

" ' Mr. Desmond, let us suspend this meet- 
ing." 

" I was reluctant to do so. He took me by 
the arm aad led me out of the room. Hut I 
liad observed the effect of his words on Uie 
two men. The taller had something on his 
lips to say, but it died away; and the small, 
dark man looked pale. No sooner were we 
out of the room, with the door closed behind 

us, than Kitbcn Raid: 

" ' 1 know these two men well. Twelve 
years ago they were guilty of embezzlement 
in a New York bank, and ran away. Now, 
Mr. Desmond, I can do one of two things 
for you — either take measures to convict 
them, or frighten them out of this country; 
for they will be ready to go at double-quick, 
when they see they are recognized.' 

" ■ Is that so !' I exclaimed in astonishment, 

" ' Which shall I do ?' he asked. 

'"Oh! do what you like, so that Edward 
is safe.' 

"'Well,' he answered, 'I will let you know 
soon.' 

"We parted, Hut I saw, as he entered the 
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room again, that the two men had already 
decamped and disappeared. ICilben fol- 
lowed. This was three days ago. I have 
not seen him since. Bat half an hour ago, 
I received a telegram from him. He says 

that they took to flight; he pursued; lltcy 
never stopped, till, reaching New York, they 
embarked, this very morning, in the steamer 
Arabia. They are now on the ocean. So 
there is an end of your affair; the last nail has 
been driven in. I shall reward Kilben richly." 

" Thanks, uncle, thanks — thanks !" 

" Make good your thanks, son, with good 
deeds— with something; more than words." 

"What shall I do? I am ready— entirely 
ready;" and the (lush of enthusiasm mounted 
the young man's cheeks. 

" Will you bear the burden of my whole 
office ?" returned Mr. Desmond. " I am get- 
ting old. It does not befit me now, to leave 
my fireside and g*» travelling, as if the young 
blood were coursing in my veins. I rejoice 
no longer in the excitement of business. 
And when last I returned from Europe, my 
good lady insisted that I should not leave 
lier again; for, in spite of her confidence in 
St. Joseph, in spite of the wax-candles she 
ever keeps burning for my safe return, she 
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fears anil dreads the risks I run on land and 
sea. 1 did half promise her not to go away 
again. You can supply the other half." 

"It is too great an honor you <lo me, uncle, 
to think me worthy of succeeding you." 

"Worthy you are, son. And if you find 

yourself coming short of the standard, you 
have not far to go for a sample and a model 
of how youth and virtue can go hand-in- 
hnnd. and what they can effect." 

"You are referring to Charlie, uncle?" 

"I am." 

"WeMi I will confess he lias worked a 
revolution in me." 

Shortly afterwards,, that same evening, 
Edward took his hat and went out alone; 
and he, too, was seen amid the throng of peni- 
tents in the church, lie unravelled from 
the beginning (lie twisted thread of his life; 

and purposed, and began to keep his pur- 
pose of weaving it over anew! 

And, in that spirit it was that, on the fol- 
lowing morning, he approached the Holy 
Table, for the first time in a long space. 
And, at another Mass, Galveston, too, was 
remarked drawing in like manner from the 
same fount of grace, and strength, and 
beauty. 
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conclusion, 

HO is coming now?" asked Edward 
He directed Emily's attention to a 
carriage, which, was turning a corner 
of the road. 
They were at home, seated on the porch, 
and part of a goodly company gathered 
there. They were celebrating a great occa- 
sion. On the evening before, Charlie's 
career as a school-boy had come to a happy 
end. He had appeared on the public stage, 
had delivered in the name of his class a vale- 
dictory address, paying a final tribute to the 
college, his alma mater; and he had become 
a graduate. Certainly, his appearance was 
a great success; his reception by the crowded 
audience highly gratifying. 1 le now formed 
one of the company, under the flowering 
vines of the porch; and, though he -were 
more at ease had the topic of conversation 

been something else than his own success, 
24 S 
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still, to all appearance, he was perfectly self- 
possessed, and behaved like a polished 
young gentleman. 

A carriage was driving- up to the gate. 
Charlie thought it was Mr. Lambeth and 
family. Mr. Galveston was more correct in 
pronouncing it to be Mr. Desmond and lady, 
to both of whom he had recently been intro- 
duced by Edward. 

They came down the stone steps and pro- 
ceeded over the lawn to meet the visitors. 
I he day was a charming one at the end of 
June, ten days after Henry, the friend of 
Charles and the long-lost treasure of Mrs, 
Markman, had blissfully departed to a better 
life. He was not forgotten; yet Charlie 
could not feel sad to-day; for the life of his 
friend, though sad in its details, was like a 
melody which ended sweetly. It soothed 
his recollections and softened the tone of his 
feelings, as he walked across the sun-lit path, 
under the beech-trees; and he beheld the 
reflection of the golden light on the beautiful 
waters of the valley beneath; and k dancin-r 
up the green .slope and verdant lulls beyond, 
to the azure sky above, which bore here and 
there a satin-like cloud bathing in the sun- 
light, he felt his heart light within him. His 
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present was as fragrant as the air around 
him; and his future, which opened Indefi- 
nite:])- "before him, unfolded in colors brighter 
and fresher, till in the distance it faded away. 

They greeted, the arrivals. The uncle 
accosted Charles: 

"A long-expected day come at last, my 
boy! Your school-days been long enough, 
eh ?" 

Mr. Galveston observed: "Even were 
they longer, he could scarcely have made 
of them more than he lias." 

"I am satisfied," responded the youth 
modestly, 

They moved towards the house. 

Meanwhile, upon the porch, Mrs. Mark- 
man, who, though in her weeds of bereave- 
ment and mourning, had assumed the cheer- 
ful air, so elegant and so natural to her, of 
congratulating the happy, was conversing 
with Mrs. Desmond. The latter said: 

"I cannot gainsay that he is a worthy 
subject of felicitation. Yet, do you know, I 
feared — I feared" — 

"What gave you reason to fear?" 
"Three months ago, he seemed to be 
changing, as the bright face of day under a 
cloviU. 80 near the end of his boyhood ; and 
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yet. If anything happened to mar the beauty 
of his soul, so far would lie be from what I 
hoped and prayed for. My heart fluttered, 
as I observed him losing his steadiness of 
manner; and, in place of it, there was coming; 
— I don't know how to describe it. Still, I 
hoped that his path would end as it had 
begun." 

"And surely so it has," rejoined Mrs. 
M.irktnan. 

•'And so it lias. And I thank you for 

your felicitation. Moreover" — she lowered 
her voice — "much has been done which I 
dared but vaguely hope for Edward is 
changed, is he not ?" 

"Mrs. Markman answered with a nod of 
satisfaction, as she resumed: "Thank God, 
my dear lady, for the good things He has 
given you. But one thing in Charles' con- 
duct has specially attracted my notice. He 
is now old enough for his heart and affections 

10 develop, to move about and to settle ; to 
cause emotions and disturbance, as passions 
always do, at the time tliey awake. Yet he 
does not seem to have suffered. My own 

dear departed one"— 'the tears stood in her 

eyes, and, by sympathy, Mrs. Desmond was 
nil< <■!<■*! "h.i'l s.id rvi»ericnce and suffered, 
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as you know." She paused a moment. 
"But all is well now, thanks to the goodness 
of the Sacred Heart, in whose keeping he 
ever was. Charles has steered through and 
is safe." 
The party on the lawn approached, Uncle 

said: 

" What a sombre, sober view you take of 
life, Charlie P 

"Oh, no! not at all, uncle;" and a beam- 
ing smile played over his features, as he 
stood a moment, and his eye wandered back 
over the fair prospect of land and water. 
He brought his glance back to his uncle, 
who was surveying and admiring him, and 
he said: 

"A purpose, an occupation, a work to do 
and conscientiously done, will brighten the 
dullest side of the darkest day, and wilt 
make the brighter side brilliant. Here's 
Emily"— 

"What are you saying of me, master 
Charles?" answered his sister to the mention 
of her name, 

•'1 am just remarking, Emmy, that you 
don't care for seeing the outside of the 
house. One would say yours was the dullest 
life in creation." 
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" Oh !" — she deprecated the term—" don't 
say so !" 

" Nor do I say so; for, somehow or other, 
you arc always so busy, you find so much to 
do, that you are as lively as a cricket, as 
merry as a lark, and as happy as I'd wish 
my sister to be." 

"Thank you, master Charles!" she cour- 
tcsicd complacently to him; "you have a 
sweet tongue." 

" Don't call mc master, Emmy/ 1 he said, 
:\k ho stooped over a bush and plucked a 
beautiful rose. He presented it She 
accepted it, and answered : 

" Don't call you master? What was tliat 
parchment and great red ribbon and seal I 
beheld you receiving last night? Thank 
you I Your success seems to blush in this 
fragrant rose." And she tripped away to 
the ladies. 

The whole company, though not yet com- 
plete, gathered together; and Charles took 
a seat by the side of Mrs. Markman. The 
lady siiid to him : 

"Mow much we should like to know what 
you mean to do with yourself." 
"My mother," he answered, "has, I think, 

some secret design on me." 
M 
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"No, indeed, son," replied Mrs. Desmond; 
"my design I'll publish to the world." 
"Then tell us, mother." 

The lady paused. ICmily playfully put in : 
"Mamma, Charlie is laughing. He knows 
well enough, himself." 

He answered : " Emmy, I know what you 
would have mc do." 

"What's that ? M she asked quickly, with a 
degree of excited curiosity. 

"Hold wool for you to roll!" They 
laughed; she shook her little head at him. 

Galveston said: "Your uncle, Charlie, 
would, I surmise, be rejoiced with your pre- 
sence in his office, to keep you in talk and 
himself in spirits," 

"Most assuredly," said the uncle, "in talk 
and in spirits; but as to my office, Edward 
now must answer that" 

"And I," subjoined Edward, affectionately, 
"would, if I could, have you always with me, 
my own dear brother;*' he pressed Charlie's 
hand. « But will you let mc?" 

"Ah! more than one lias a say in that 
matter," remarked Mrs. Desmond; "James 
will claim a hearing, no less than any one." 

"At all events," said the uncle, "wherever 
you are, it is clear from the signs around 
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you, that you will never want company, nor 
union, nor strength. This is evidently, 
Charles, a privilege of your being and your 
character. I could not wish you a more 
happy trait than to be always lending and 
always borrowing your strength, in union 
and society." 

"Now, uncle," answered the youth brightly, 
" you remind me of those words : 

•M.in, like llic g«nctaut vine, supported liv«: 
Tin: hUvngtli he jj.ihis i. from the embrace he gives.' " 

"Thai is my idea, Charles." 

"Well, mother, tell us your -design about 
Charlie," said Emily. 

"Oh! it is already well known. My care 
for you, son, has made it clearer than words 
can say. You see, I have put in your way 
every chance of enlightening your mind, by 
learning and accomplishment; and I have 
industriously sought for your youthful will 
and tender heart, the genial air of good com- 
pany; and I have encouraged it in the way 
of Christian devotion. That done, it only 
remains that I hope for the result I have 

ever desired: continue as you have grown, 
and now begin the work which devolves 
upon you." 
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"Specify that, madam," said the uncle. 

"I cannot," she answered; "it is not for 
me, but for God alone to determine the line 
of life, the profession, vocation. My work 
has been to help from without, to place the 
conditions for him to choose his course well. 
The finger of God is his guide ; and a young 
mind purified, and a young will rightly bent, 
can easily distinguish and obey the direction 
of such a guide." 

Mr. Galveston whispered to Emily r "That 
reminds me of what Charlie styled cultivat- 
ing the Kingly Image within us. Do you 
remember that beautiful talk of his about the 
Kingly Image and the Finger of God?" 

"Remember it! and the way he spoke of 
my playing on the piano, when my fingers 
were cold ; indeed I do ! So, mamma," ex- 
claimed the young lady, "will you rest satis- 
fied, whatever Charlie will do with himself? 
I don't think I will. He has, in his mind's 
eye, I know, philosophers and great orators, 
and what not !" 

" Not to mention great talkers, here and 
there," he subjoined with a quiet smile. 

She let that slip, and added more calmly: 
"Well, tell us soon, Charlie, whatever it is; 
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and don't suffer it to tear you away from us. 
Here they are!" 

Several carriages stopped at the gate. 
They thronged down to meet the visitors. 
Charles pressed the hand of James, the 
friend of his school-boy days. The dinner- 
bell rang; and amid the perfumes of bou- 
quets of flowers luxuriating in the pride of 
summer bloom, the whole company moved 
towards the dining-room, where elegance 
and richness were alike displayed. 

They sat down to a banquet, which, at the 

same time, formed the last scene ol Charles' 

boyhood, and closed the last act in the play 

of his youthful frec-wiU. 

* * ******* 

A brief interval — and the family circle is 
still intact, save in regard of one. Mrs. Des- 
mond, Mrs. Markman, and Emily are the 
centre of the domestic circle. Edward and 
Galveston are its representatives and sup- 
ports in the face of the world — each high in 
standing and united in interests. James, 
who has already advanced in his profession, 
is a constant visitor of the family; evidently 
his affections have found a place. And the 
uncle reclines in the retirement of his own 
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hearth. Charles alone docs not press the 
threshold. His profession will have him 
elsewhere, in spite of Emily's protest; and, 
before the light of day has closed upon his 
eyes, it may carry him far away. But it is 
the privilege of a high profession to make 
large demands on natural ties, and heavy 
exactions on the funds of the heart. For 
returns are made a hundred-fold. 
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■ vrubM'nai ,f iba ffitfV S*v. M UKam ••/ pt.,it*uip\Ut 
\ la.. 19m. 

Pno«— 'a cloih.- ___—».... - - -VI H 



Tr*> -li/i'-.i on* of lha in ■« t ni« rrtilbg works whieb ' — f ho*n l<ii*> 1 1n mm* 

lime (mm ifae Calliulic |ir**a in ibi> ratiniry. lh. laiaan nuiijnlnua ui rami 
teciiia, If . i ... i. . i ai.a ■■■• _ I ..... .1 ! cba|ilBii In ib* hi* ■« y nl Hi* i burr A. 

1W' ace nut »f II by Uiicraifi* tf iiioal (uiieh.nc. ll rumbi tin ill iW 'l'rij;«it- 
Uu*-a -I r^ananra, will* in- aolid irulli t>f luttory. lb* aulhor ii u*-e uf Hi* 

iikdI !*arn*il aicbatulogfa-l* Ihal liai appcar-il tn lb" c*tiluf», and ■■ "<-il annua 
lor nun) 1 learned wurka. In euiiu—cliiiii with iba lito nl ha. IVi-ilia, 1 ■■■ jive* a 
■ii|>)»r arc. mil m Ilia alii* ulUm 1 Imicii al Hi* linn- nl lb* nrn-*ri.ii>>iii mi.li'1 

lh* I{->uun bail* fui •. I l*r*J ia a brauiiiul .!.•.■ i| ilmi "i ll"' m aili- ami <•! 

Ill* u«iu<- "I lh* l.liri.taiua ib. |'-)ni|| li-n.n ■■ ■!>* uwilyn. In iroilii.j Ilia «■-.>■■ 

w* H>«in Iv lie ii a '.in " ■"' lo Im'if il«js Thti clmr-iiier ul" M. i '<■• . ■ i.i «i 

bUI ilk ll- in.; : .ii , i r.. i:... i|;Ji ill- ."■ ll ul H aluauii mtli-rly l>L*B I. ma 

Hi* aa>ru-iii AiUflbaBiiUinuii.il) aj "tii'h ii ubiy- >iiiilirateil by ttia kiinid 
•iilh'Hf. I In IIikb [tuit *ii aiceuill ol Ian I ill m ■:«, buill al tirif laun iv|ia»l u* 

Hi* -|ni( m ii.'i* -liu •ult*inl. 'I lila go-« ov*t a rirriad of avrr uiIcfii hnurtfii 

year* II lu»-i**ii, .miiinjall ibaKini*. a or nil Ii* unvtlrkiail) i'I>a<i.ilu.l 'ain't u 
• i.. . ul llmai*. Tli* )u> initial acouuiita ul vartuu* uutu-m roiiiu*.i*>l wiib lh* 
alitor* uflha fa it tl anil b*r Church, at* tairiiiarlvi'oiilllciiiiil •<• £ivpttrr-i iplur- 
*-l lj lb* voliaina. »a lianlJy kmiu nln-a lo aduiaiv nival in llu> i»oil— lb* 

Into i ma tin- Imparled on mnij m.it m-rrriliut; topic-, liiv nnlllij — n* ■( ilia 

■ o-k. to ■*,ll caactilatoi lo ■■■>•<■ Ml li, ua tberbdt a a**<H*l .| « U, ur lha> 

Inauly ..f Uia M) lo of Uta aullior n lio na* n*i«nl lb* n ».-* inin ■ . iBIripiliiif 

■ uairaliv*, that uo ton-aii'- ran n* mill Una iiullirul MSMM at ll» p"" 11 ** 

bl >i>ii|. — iMllimitri Vathulxt Mirroi. 

Wi' atr i.l-il lo Hi- iiial Uio Auari aou |> nt.l.c liaic I"— i-ii I j ivii'.l wi'ta UiU very 
Intcrniiiig 401k. Wliili.' Ihp ii.iuip ul law aulnur •• a £ uaiai.lr* Tot hl-imt-al 
accuiai'i, aaiJ l*arii*>l a Marat. Ii»- |<n. J ,.[ «r>i(niil ti'vul* b Otir «( l>r*.l lb- 
HKii In 11m- l.'ailiulk . I" in- •r paaaja' unif tan Irani lb* nu linn" and i-uii.iai . I 
lb* narlr (.'briiaia-ns aiwi II.*.* aunViMak ai-1 Kaiu av. nil ta ia^ipal. aBlu UWir 
Jailf lil'e. *l'b* <lavo4UBii In iliu BbLbH ■• lk^bijij ilaily uaur* pratlii'uk. ami »• 
an 5-fci lo a** r*<-iv*.l lh* ini*oaiiry .ii ilia aiiCn'oi Wnaw and Ih-hiih. . 11 li.m lb* 
Ch'i'i-li lua IvjuihI In a anavial Baaniiui. Hi* oiccbauual naivuima tif lb* 

Aui*ii(an pidiion la vcrj gota.1.— (.'u Ut'Jic HhmtlaTiL 

W* CMmcM aul*ci*uil.j' BilBilu anil couiumod lo ib* biu-iiIi.iii »f nur fMVlMfL 
ronrar ami old. llii- iliill'lillul amU. I Iw landclni-f awl canulill* r.-aii*ni*nl 

aju (-uiiiy mdiiIi aurtuBinl, Jiku a veil, Hi* tli*f**i*r of I* lov*.y £*. C** ilia, 

aana to tbraw ii.lualnaii**rnli*flh*uiilall*rir^<;u*ifa**l>y wh.irh ali««vii taa 
fiwnn nl wafiitikiui. ill* a .ill. 1 1 baa u>* ■■ ua* 01 an lb* aulbniiii; and inijinil 
•ill *rU,» cuui.ecldl •>ilU 111- lifa> ao.i dualb ■>! lira Hiim, lullu» liifj the aauM 
■Hirnvist .11W1 ..rilH'i- TIk- *Ua»<WiMllf Ixi lumb In ibe dIiiUi aud -i-.-imlb 
Bi'Biu IBM liarin uui ill* l*a>l i-lari'iliuu |i..nmt. ol Ilia w.<li. an.t ill* .lairrivl luB 
of llii- rliurrn, nliirti u at ulna unr -Im'ltaig an. I liar Hini'mil lifr Mirfcrioca aa " 
(nuaapln, u-ilna* Ibinc ac*ne< ••• vivull) i-ii* U- Itial Cmllia >«*ui. Ii. bcSwa 

M ami ll 1» Wt v» Ii 't«J ■• i" '*» l"'-* 1 •' ""■Wft benmiful, » ' 

Bcriia>;>ildii>J. inn •iij.ii l>i> k- .ii Ibu ii.-lil" iiIiiiu laid «•« b*r 

»-r .,-..:' -ill —A V 1'lMlHl 



ma Ik bcluaa 
nrallbl «ad 

a 1 u> i-r !»• 



8 PubiisUcd by Poter F. Cunningham, 
•*«-i r«„.i «fo*Ni < J^CMSrtZ^JT!? , ?*L 1 w, »»s r . u » J * *«- 

-L/omus Dei. 

*^ff\.S^ep mam - mmtmi ^m. Br Brn-a 

C.otb, « X (c» U-roled, K ||[ cdgo„ , 

-| r- — •— — ,-..„_.._(! 4o 

7m^n ;, ,he . Ulany 0f ,he BJessed »*■ Mary. 

uioiii, r«u...._..„_.r.:'::"; "■-'— — u « 

" - aw 

JYIadamc de Lavalle's Bequest 

«.lolli, aim beraM, g,,, BWo ___ _ ^ ^ 

Lift Of SI. * Enrl , „, R O0i ^ j lrela tmi mmHm 

initoril>*"rmibriil JlmEfrof HctM " "*"' '**'* ' °* 

MFrtg*. ., ,„_ 
— »-m 
mi* coniracl frith u«wi In BopUsm. 



Trw.Ut..l fr m tU P™b bj It... J H. 0.11*0 l „i_ . 

" r * m ~ M 
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Published by Peter F. Cunningham, 8 

rift «f *►'. Altfysioi Vwmifin, 
Od'rhc Society o.Je*u*. 

Vdlln* lir K-Hriml Idvly Tbimiv.ii- fulJi-tnJ wllh the at p«v-li«Ii< b '•' I— ' 

Jfl. A'n. /Iirf-C •/ / > *iAiu'n>ii-ui. I vol, Kno , Mt tli.tb. Levuh'tl. *l *' 

cr ri ■ t .■■■,-..,.• ■.■■( i i ■ .1,-1 .:, tl t EbbIWi lutgmn 

■ml tin m 11 1— lutd tij lulli lha jona.% an<! bid. 

he I.lle ofSI. BtanbdM ICoHthn of llic Koclulf 

of Jonit. 

Bf !:'■=■- I Bft i v TocmiHOO, A.M. 

1>ii I. ■* -W.I wlih din appro) nt ion of lha Z&jAt fin 1 . rffctVfi 0/ IVulvWfAwi 
1 ToL lima. CMIl vMt* 1hii«Io»L -.- - -?' ** 



I In* I. lie or IIIr«MMl iiiini Ilrrrliniun* 

"I I". IWlelj <»f JdtllH. 

Tt*B"l»W ''«■» ">* PwnA. Willi in ■|ipmidi*. kI»i»b »■ «*c>(««i 0* 

111* mlrm-l-M »'l*r d-nlli, »hl«h h»« MM appnund fcr l"« "''f *••■ 

fi"l» |li« I l»l>« ••' VtilliiT It •!*», S J rulill-Wd »ila (li« •j<|>i'>l'^>">it 

Ot lk« SljrW «■". Pi-"."/ 1 "/ WlMlW flW * I t«t »Jm* 

M«i !■• el-lh - - - W.W 

lu rli.lli, n>lt«l||a — — - — -— — — — — )1 

J jife of St. Thomas of Villanova. 

WHh nn Inlmilmtory Sfceirh uf (ho Men, the ManlttTR, onil lh« 
>L.c.H'.t Ui<SiM-vhtlil\iiiury. 1 vol.. Miiut. 
t:...iii, .in* i-univi.. .......... -— »l » 

Life of St. Benedict of Sanfratcllo, 

f>mn i'iii <l IV SM.ii.r. 1 1 nl., 1 II ■■. 

UIMIi.r.ua _____.__...... frl W 

Divine Life of the Most Blessed Virgin Mary, 

B-ina "• rt*M0Ml of the -Himeu On W «*' 

Hi V-n. K*(j o( J«us«f A«miU. 

J isL liini>. CKHb. tlUn wiifwQ. .. - - __H M 



10 Published by Peter F. Cunningham, 

1 he Sign ol the Cross In the Ninotwnth Century. 

' ' Mp. Ojume, Pr-.thonou-r Apatolie. 
frph A»BrW of hja Hmi-n--. fopo Ptii. r X. Tr.n-liUM torn lh- Piw-ifc 
P«il Wit'tr*- At.JfMpk. fablUM willi Ihi' »[iPiolniiiOn of UM fifHU /«_, 

1 tol. iao« Clwb. Rxtnl»«<rt"* Prion ,.~!IM 



he Life of St. Augustine, Bishop, Confessor, and 
Doctor of the Church. 

br 9. l- Ifctffutn I '■O ■ t*-A.«Uum Qenetnt. o s. a. 
PoMMIm-iI wall (li<<Hji|irtit«li<>ii of (In? lijilii Re*. IIMiopof I'tnlndH- 

\iU-n. I nil. Unto. 

!'■■ ■■ .-ini :.-■..;■ -I. nail gill xixitm ___. ___ ,. Ji &> 
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h« Life of St. fAAfflM Oorronieo. 

By Kdword Healcy Thompson. 

PnMIOtol with Die *|i]irrilja(ton ofllie Itiulit Rcr. Itlntiop of 
niUwlcljiIlift 1 wl. ttuiu. 

OlMh, ■ ■!■ ■ lwv*k(l , ,. ....fl M 

•* grill eiigci si* 



T 



T, 



li< Sodnli*rs FrU-nd. A. iu-.,ui >' u i Collec- 
tion of N€(!i(n(lons nittl ! : i;i,h-. 

C-irariUrd laid (rumlnlcil ftoni appriitril t-mrcfai ! i llii ■•• uf m*ait>ir* 
•n4 Ifii'liTl •>( TOD fr»(f rntlJiv. I v.it. I -mul. , i_-»i . J buaod. 

Prtoe-i" «!<*- _~ |LM 

RiltiD ^llll~)"~-J _. — nT-i t: ••••• ♦I.OS 

Kinbaamd ffili . . ..—.. IN 

Foil (ftll-d;!-* aud -Ida? _..._-. 10(1 

T«rb«*. *ap4JU>r HIM „ SOB 



i< Munlli wl'lhe Siicrcd ilearl. 

*-nr- .-.■! tit r -i- f -I»t -if Id- m-nlli •>' Jnti" CoDtalilo.? ■1»« l»* *" b 

ConfmifiniiT*' S.vn-l MM , and nUkV IktitKi'i Nihnm w itiiri-tiad 

Hurt of J<-*mi. Wilh Ilia *t>piu1>ilio_ uf ikl fiiaU ., ■ atdop J 
PklUnt'l-Ata. liHIinl 24o.< OMU, ,.;i but 

f-'t*- — - - — — - ■ .i- . . r-r*i 



The Ark of the Pcoplo. 



Wtlb Pre-fneo by th - V*r- Rm. P. R Morl»rtr, D.D- 1 +oU 
limi>, clwli «*tra, Ii.vbI-J.__ — ._ ■■.-■■.. — ■ ■..■■! H 01 



29 Soath Tenth Strict, Philadelphia. U 
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in Month of SI. .iiiscpii. 

*■ rn;<-l (>i <m?ii In •>( I lis mum k orHarrh. F"iaiKi<Fi'ii'h .1 *• 
K-.. F.iIIit UuiA of 111* "facteij of bl M*r7." I'ati'i-brd wut i*a 

HpCi>luiivii vf lli" ilfiyiU £'■"«'. fl^'ir/r 1/ ffli.'irtrfj.Mii I oral i-l 
■1 Clolh, gilth.Kk. 

fmm.. — — . ........ .._ .*->«o>«. 

All ni*>'u: it- pttuonl ■ (til l« II Ilia Walk w III piuti', Wllb 1 -liid'rr iitl>-iniiri< . I 

t\" it«7<ih *.>'ii» ..•»! il.i'avm. it |M>iri>ifql limine (■■ ra.f.>riq M*i li'r. I.'i at 
■rcai*IUoln<-nil<f ipnij liun*C'-i.>« uf til. Jii-|.|i. Hi' In I In' fill" CltlW Hi 

Hi KtiL.nr I In rim f»f 11 gooil w.ird ijr II". iua'ii"*'. U. Ih* ih-iiii J •,! I Jibuti* 
dnv<>' >■>-! li-n li> |irm*in'.'k. 11 lieu hi iliinrc c.iniinniiiB Willi I lit' I .(«i mitl l.wli- 

h«»«f #*»tt"f;i'ti*l. All Ilia viral Willi lupiiiura *•" Ij«i-*t — Bvituh frfrt. 

Tlil> will hr r-aail !•> b* kb In l*fn«"iiij b»ik (n nil Hi* flilldn-o t-l U*'j. »u4 
.b« Imorn >>f Iw>r pure, uiiilly. Bail iil-itl.ia-i ••■uikf, Mi. Joippli, II t* a «.**I 
earapaulon to (bu Wolj "U-ucb. w f M»j."— A'™ IWfr IWJrf. 



I 11 



* l.illtr oiu<-f-<.. 



T 
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Tnni-L.-I lr>-ni Hi" Pr-ncli t.r Hi- l,rull«-t ^if l»i« Kiro-il HM rt ■ ■ i.Uin. 

Urf Um Kill- •'*,*. -I il- »- I 11-411, ll-ly OWl. I ■•..!.!- IT-.i,- 

•*i>t»<n. our U'r ■>< inen D*Uiur» HM il-ij Haul »i 11-7, Beif 

AbuH iluirdlna, M J....-,.ti L «i I. .m. .!•• li-ii. ■■•. #1 MiiumUi-, SI 

JuJ-. Ap«*l1» T,. *l.«h, 1- ••ItV.I * »-«.. -t M-.l.-.l of II- ... .i: H ... 

1'ihbtlkWI wll tiOKi-ii'ii.iXilUii of Ilin IlifflU Rt. Hi.V.ji 1/ FBI/it liljAla. 

I «ul. ltunii NmiIjt Wuml. 

Priila .................. .._~. ftOonuU. 

lie; ": c-ii;-. jo;=-. Smil Elevated to Perfection, 
hy tipc. BierclH. <»i ;>■> interior Mft- 

F-.'iii Ilin French "I II14 Abb- Biu^imid, iiulliur <it "Tlio Blola>l!«a mi 

bill " I v.ib I Him, 

PMC© - - - ~ «•* oral*. 

la Mere ele Dleo. 

llMHIt fi|| -jiiil .-.J- •.lifylaif w..rK eq (l|V fll*P« >H<1 VltlBM 'f iSt 
lll<— -.1 Vir.-.i. Marj". U ,ilr"i .-T ■: ..I ; iiuii. Hi- I u.l ,u ,.i l\i, li. , AlpWut 

Op«et1Mn*i "I Hi" Omi.. if .if N*|ili<. rriili 11 n liirolQfi.iir L«l« at 

l'ilti.-i (Jrniry, .il l!i» I'.iri- Oimoif. I'ubUiJf.l Oltb |lis •|iiiiyl^):.)g yf 

|li4 II.<jtit ll't bUi-yu/J'l.tl'Ulrlybia. I Dan vol. ISmo. Clolli. 

Frioe.- -,■-,„-■,„. frCMM* 

iir Roman Calacoinu^; or, Sonic atcuuul 
«■;!.- Iturial I'latCH of llic Karlj Cbfls* 
Mi: us In Ciirue. 

«v !(■■ i J. Sp*>M»l S«ftne«»lg, Bt A . wl h y.,\- in J i.rl«.|i, ri.oVr„ 

11.11. i'»bu-ii.J wiiii iii'4j,i>..b.ii.. «iiu ? «,*«*,•« Jif|»VfMI* 

I «.il . I lijii* . mill J li .on J >ii ■ iJh ci| tick 

SWM - . - ,t.tM 



12 Published fcy Peter F. Cunningham, 
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vttem A <i 1 1 r .—:■») i o a Fi-otcMi mil Friend. 

Ily * Oaihntio Pn«"*L With ■ Profaco by Hi* Right Car. Iluhop H»;*m 

1 Itf! •-■■-<>- Ctultl ■Hi. In»i'k-ii __ .,_ niwiniwll M 

liarlt.i sin (I Truth; or, CnChollea not ui»- 
chnrllablo In ttnyiiiq llial None nr* 
Suit-d out of it- Catholic < 'San a r ■;.. 

Bf Uie Rev. Edward H awarder}. 
rabllatiAd Willi ih" aitjiftilauan nf i Be AV^iM /.'.i BUtop«f PAltoaWpnn* 

Prioa-M-aiij bound la «li>ih 1>.» 

Ii> Mil- limit, (ha l-"in~l and mm"! author ■! I w« *.«>• ■ qai-iO.t*".-! vuitl 1 ■■■- 

Mrtaaes U all, Dr.: U th«i» aalvM) al "f Hip Caihohe Cumnaai-ou > M 

It" |irrr*iit mn-Titinl, wli.-rj id.. -i..hi-i--i proof of Clirhulaally, III inn popular 
opinion. i-ul.-ILi-f II:.: »ifiy ruiil t.ii.l. In lioavva. and tin I eriiry iduo who 

ll»« » ra-'ml life- l« not* to b-j raved, tbo «i-ry (til* uT ihl* buubaill (-mitt 

liar-lily on mini sure. To HI ft *- w ,nl-t -ay — lint J I ho work. n«J Io*(d it Bl 
•'« cliarildlile Jrii3^m>Dl any be i<?if UO fllnriabtn. and a fateraliln Jiidtfiwnl 

bbt k* tnj uiu'.. . ; ni, II- *' "Charily -.- ; | Tralh" U Iho work of oo* of <■• 
ahU.lo.(itc. lr r-UIUl" awl m.-i learaeJ theoloptBat of ihe Call .: > Chinch la 
Enilaad. T&eDi.-lhod adopt*) 1b " Charity and Tralh" 111 he oat iwhetMal, B^d 
to httfji the iimmiiry th» qaatiaunt »r* <e* In Inrje elinrnetii* bi it* tup if rath 
paso. la tlio preTaca, lha U^o-read t.il-«r lake?* np and ditpOMNiof ait 
»al I.-. r error", — 1x1. TIibI II l» charily l-i biipihimi al I neu »«»l vrhnan lit" I* 
B»ot» My hone-l. 3d Thnt (bio hillalu. wmid nr-n of God will nol inter taa 

grWta* part of maakiud la jwrlah. Bd. Vim II 1- charily I" Imllmd Hi- Joni 

and Tuika are bbioJ. «ih. TUal If 1 Jndise mm favorably of lb* aalcatloa of 
an»ib><r in in (Inn. b» il— i of mine. I am Iba nivre eh ariinlilo of tfco ii»-. Ath. 
Thai, .ci (Uk all otlioj o m >itle.ai i una apart, if" lV.ie-U.i*. Jad.-i raor* Uiat- 

ably nf I bo ail ration nf C>Ibul>» I Inn < "ulliullfi da nf llir-lr-, fruUManla Bra 

ob thai uorc charllabla alda ilib Thai ho la onrhantatd* wbaatm aappatc* 
Ibal n-iiD* an saird la any oihor rolifiun uuku ibijr urn ainteJ by liirlac'- 
ble IgnoiBsco. - Mtt t. ■„■•( 



A 



Hislory of England, 

l'OR Til!" YOUNG. 



CooipiM bf lha SitCtri a/A* flUV OIUU AtaW, for lli» Hi »f ihaa 

Khoolt In KiibIih-'. >nd republUbM fur Lha owor (no CubulM School* >, 
tfcl Unilfd KuiM. 

IVOl. k3BH - fl.QO 

Thb HiaBrtajurihlaruaflaamlliinLof Ki>[ll>b hlilurr, drwriiun aplirr :. ii; 
our x!h«oh. II ■• w» arran-n»l f"r a flu»> Imol. hartnt wneafogiwl tabln, a 
(oo-l tndaa. and piita'to** 'v " co f hipt"'— CVw*W*«- Jf("-if. 

ThiaU a nto-1 -aUunle lilll* b6ck- (ivlt.t Jilil l-ffrflw InfafWHioll In. bkwaawl 
BBilaiir*«lWiay«iti(wi»h*ut waarr lag iba>in with nil* talniri-l»iK» or dait" »lii rh 
incv rarel* raiiiamfcff. »■*( iln'tlaiwlioi whi^li tl>,y navarivailniCntroaiprlFm 

•fl.low, (» inol InjiidlclmiB piofeta.)«hll«l>T b*»ii- ol HSCllefal paWtUfkHl 
ir-J 'h'l.ii'ili'fi'"! tanlea. " fiarnlir-BI'i lli"-a ili>p<w«1 In mb! it, aa.p> imlfiM- 
llon. »••! II will dM pf^nlilj i-apim i" «•• inio-1 otin •(Hrliiffi'iil f"i«. Iba 

•Hh lomi mora exiamlatl ■orka. fta a«t plramira an .■.ana-in.inj 'l-j* 

■lllmirvcir |-jj;;.in,(" bithaaltniii.iiir.rall lln-» ir.u-i.-n.il in i-ruvhUnf «,••• 

JUe ino..Di uf tBioaeiBiBiFal i- i''tiii»*ii.— V ]'. "fa*M 



CATH OLIC T AL KB. 

I PMOk lilnir. A Tale of (he Nitui ;■ lit-furc lb* 
War. 

■ »oL I'Jma CloUi o»lia b«»clid.._ _..__-.__...—. .-....-ll.Mt 

IVrnolUn 

AOMbnUtlW**! pMtiMril I tnhinw V.>imi. 

tilt «— II ill), CSU4 1*1 tl'-l - — — — ■' * 



J he [f1onI»r{j;e« legacy. 



A Obdiulnc CaWtollr Tile. ItJ VUMRM U t C tHtk.QOm MrllB*. <•! Wi-itoj 

•OB.) 1 T-.l-i!-.- all U. ■ - 

J'llec-Cimli.uiHlM'cltd n •<« 

Uriirr Morion; or. The Inlirr-lluiM-p. 

A u**r -iid kWlOffal CM tolie lal*. wrliirn by Mm Mi*«r •• I ri«l-d*lplii*. 
I*ul.. UrtfflHiD*. OMily baiiaiiiifiiXh. 

J'rioo - * ,na 

Thl'loa plemi n- MiKr.lmtinicll*- ■■■*»*» i»oJ»ii . »"■] w-w* ■■••I* 



cUi MMhalfc* i,u. 1 .y^y.»nlir.H , .,«W 1 « II ^..l.witli MM »iill | til- 

lri.I. u«j ni'till^ *"i*li ""'■II"' "'* l'rof«nJ»«.>1 III* lrn« ruik,M4*M«fe 
,„ »- oflan -*.rW u* H by lb* f..W.rlu ¥ nlMUKMl of *W ««»>« lli«<.hur<«. 

— OrfkoUi Mirror. 

4CI..-1* wrtl*w Oalboli' Uta of A»*r»o llh- .which ta MWQ 
BAf >.ud : ui «.«*■ ■■«* aw- ■» tan****-**- «*«.*■«-*'•* *»«#«■ 

I |k> Kit out; a Tali- or Poland. 



Peloo 



Ii. 'o 



I j:iiii-.i MDd Alllia* or, TIM Kffet" ol Fallb on 

the cmnulwi 

A br.nt.rul i»l«. itii<i>.U.ua tru- II.- Frentli ''J « JW»I '*<*. - Si**"™ 

„fM J.i«|t*.'-. I'.miu.ll-l-iiii'- 

I toL !*■" . uo-ily buunaiBcloih. wir-al* 

Eitoa. - * — .-—.—. ■■ 

TlM <Ollli'MniH«r€o«"ia««5*»<7 •*,*■• Ten- 
.in-- oi'a i.oiu itisii.ij>. 

, 111, „| K,.r U btiUl Bj M<« *""i">F- "»>»" of 'Q«« ■* 



Hat-" II"" ■ ''""'■ 



Jl.00 



rrio* ■■ - ~" — " 

m. b<i;l«ii'n lh« l-lo U rotufi.-to-I«n/-tW. 
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THE "TOU5G CATHOLIC'S LIBRARY/ 



BEAUTIFUL CATHOLIC TALES FOB YOUNG PEOPLE, 



FIRST SERIES. 
6 NEAT I8m<> VOLS.. CLOTH. KX.TRA, 50 CENTS EACH. 

1. t'ullay* Kwnlrta fltlm, for Young I 'eopla. • 

» thtl-Mirn mftkm l'»/J>y,- or. Tho <Jn..-i oflh* Kulna. 
S MOM CartrtuH'it Mary, ■ ,i Tim Mllw'- iHmuliinr. 
«. flUfl ff«i*/. v / of. A ll ( ^-» T»i»|. nn.t TWUinphh 
0. C-inJ I. "II- 1 or. Tlwi TrimniUi* <if I'Hul 1'ioiJ, 
* J i-irf/i.r'* TuUa of the frmr-li Il-i'duiiv.t, 



SECOND SERIES. 
8 NEAT 18M0 VOLS., CLOTlt. EXTRA. M CEST3 BACK 
1. Jt«lpl. Hrrrirn* T* Ira of lh. Firoch KB>olut(oa. 
S. MUm* BMW a*i«( MtURffM Two ciiinnlna T»le* 
S. IlrUiin lliitlrr. A »o(y ol it.e Rouirr. 
4. Chow.-* «w /v. ,.-,,. .-.. if, k„ T( Jollll Pi tmnnono^ 
a. !*■ ItriHjorm. A Hiory ->f i ho All'ulunfca. 
«. £*M-M#a u.i.l lit- fubtrg. a churning lull* buok. 



THIRD SERIES. 
* NEAT 18*0 VOLS., CLOTIT. EXTKA. 50 CESTS EAC1 

I, ■fvirwl a— I D-rtrutl". A lorely 3iri>« T*kh 

H. TV..-*.* l''til{ona. A T«le of PoUlfci. 

3. .Ilio-i or, Tlio Ham Of the Blank KowtL 

*. OmMiff -or. 8»K-Coaqo»i. a UooU JW Younv GtrK 

«. Afori.-. o/*Ae (feM»mfMIUlR, Eight CtiannJDft; . ,|-j. 

«. Tfcp *<wn tfer.fx.raf MV,. A. o/ Jfp.-rtf. fwieo Tali*. 



FOURTH SERIES. 
6 SEAT 1SU0 VOLS.. CLOTH. EXTRA. 50 CENTS BACB 
I. Zlim»r J u Ar(*r»n. A Sloty of gm<l intern*!. 
f, '/Tii' 0fUr|Vj mMfJUVf Of. tho Urplaq orf Lt tWj«. 
S. Jf.(f tf ll.,u,*r. By runny Winner. 

* TO* Hrnrln PmHtf. Uj- n„ n . jj,, p ciian<ll«. 
8. JmiK r\i n a,/ 1 * I'fai-nli or, Hoi* of K»i,"» Ij.m. 

• Hi-1-l'uiiif (lit'ti£|i' ( ».ii,| i.itdtj 1 *!,.. 
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Hawthorndean; or, Philip Benton's Family. 

A Trie of «f*qf iiii» VfK 
By Mr*. Clara M. Tbunpwn, 
iulh»t of - ««f«ry ■>< M,*t)aM," - C»«f«f «/ SI Jtorv." ** 

lvel. liiiiiQ. CltiUi,«xiri oeiw«, anil gill U'uirB,.-.-....™ II w 

Vtneas; or, Rome under Nero. 

B) J M. V.l.c :r :m li«. 

ltoL '.irno. Clutb. lixiw bciwhwl. — 1< ' — " . " I "! ' " 

TlilncltunninBtloryof <h» time of N««-lh«t horning <rf K"»- mi-W Hi«% 
A™ «£ H frf Uttl "!«. of brwiliN i;»(Hi»n »•#, <* -"'«'' *■*«* "~ 



xVlphonso; or, (he Triumph of Religion. 

l.ol >UI-ll II <■«. IMKlOlb- ftfc" *"*' 

T»o .«— -af l*W b«ri « Wi in f lMBI i but ih. -.on! »rpli« J» "1""' 

j"-T«..i ScEl, .i*q»i.i uk- ■ i««n r.»- ibi. vahUdf Lui*- i«.i*..-i*.(.ii»»w 

ftokofii- Hinar. 

3larion Howard; or, Trials and Triumphs. 

A Tnle if V"*<*' im'tlt. 1 *ol., Inrge l-ii"i. cl"1h oilr*. 

h'tvled., — — — m C 

JVdeline de C nazal; op, Firs! Experience of the 
World after Leaving School. 

I2mo, <*oll» cairn. Un*Ufd— — - —————— - I' Vt 



l *«1. 



A 



mclia ; or, The Triumph of Piety. 

A liranlilai CiUluliC Into, ir«n»liw*d from iho French. 
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(Alimiioo in mpcMhllroriled 10 (i 






mbciik*- Son**"] 



!• Leandro | or, The Sign of the Cross. 



A LnuiUf.il Cbhalk Tab. I *„|.. in,,,,., 

««*o, oxn* |«-«ilw|-..™.... ... ■■ M 

" -"" I 91 



2, 



Uimon Peter and Simon Maims. 



Uirtli. eicra Lewi'tcil... ...._ _„ _________ „„„..*i jo 

8- 1 he Acts of the Early Martyrs. 
*• -lhe Ads of the Early Martyrs. 

fl»th*(lo». J.AM.F«l,ia.j, tf£*™d ito-i- , -j .•_. 
Ckifc.siuwbo.t.lto ~ | , , ^* ! ■'__*■ m 

* lhe Acts of the Early Martvrs, 

6. J. he Acts of tho Early Martyrs. 



r. _lig 



ranee. 

WL, Lin* 1,'ioji,. mu» bcve-lol, B l|l eenire .....„.„_:._._ n » 

he Acolyte; or tho Play or a Free Will. 

{NowLutltB rr«M.) 
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PRAYER BOOKS. 
FLOWEK GARDEN. 

Auudotlmblt-mi.ll FTnw llook. C'nntnini* Momln* ««.-. Ki-rtlna 
Piuv»'i» He-»rmf» Onlimry of tin Ma.-.*, da Ut\ in mvl l.iiKlitK) 

ViVpi'is, Forty IU-iii i Dinit I r-Lillnn-n-r it,u Cm—, it ml t «rr«i •«. 

itauOf oilier uracil -nl >li<rcitian!t,iill tofMUor rnmilon Hi* Ui'"-l etiH.- 
pin* -mil Fruyci Hook yd- prlnixil. 1 vi>1., ".mo 

Ho. I. Ni'»l«loih vnrlelyor nice bright colors. 1 W vt 

x'.Kiii.ii.tmlK-.-.'il.gilloOge ° " 

i - '• * itmlt--l«-o. ...I'll 

I ™ full Kiltcilgc» ninl bIiIvb • **> 

j! « ' mult-Imp.- I "-ft 

fLOWKIt GAKl)KS,32nio.. Anr **7*»n, prlnirxt on (h«- (liii-it i|i,allly 
Of paptr.amt nimlit up In Iliv nviitesl ami Vt-ry Uittt MIW I 
No, Q, Turkey, *n|H*r P3lr», lull alitor "lain sUIm, nml 

I, Tiirl«'V,nui»i fstin. lull |H11 or piiiiiiinlris rul 

or »dlHHl3t'-«, wllli clji-ii. i ■& 

KTutkiy. -iiiwi i'sim. ilnm no J rtu-|>. « 0" 

U, Cult i< :*1i«, ■HIT «>r(li'« fill", vory r»T*l * '• 

|n " ' Willi t'limp fl ■■' 

11, " " rhiiHMiiil H*-p... * '* 

\i,\c\\c%., full onurantfa, i*iiu«, cJa»|w bwatiIi... n ■» 

LITTLE FLOWER GARDEN. 

Alrfttiill'nl iniiiistlurf FiMfpr Hook. (MO, '.'on I a I (ill n wl'TllOP 
Of nriK'CU'al UBTOUqUi ami muili' up In n nuii'ty Ql IMHUIU »iyl*i 
Of bunting. 

No. 1. (ai'sttPlnih. variety at plain an.l bright colore.. .» V.', 

1 ISouil, •■mho-mi. illlt oiluri* « *0 

S, •• full «llieti«i!« iiml Mile* « » 

i, ■• tutk», very noo>i ■■ 

L Tuvkt'y, mi Ml «• Mm, lull Kill or pb.ln ni>h-*, rt-ti 

orflltcilgM *<■• ■ ■■ l ■■ 

ft Turin- y-niim-sirn, (ull piui'i*i'lii!iilHi'l<™,*llli 

lllll'lllll i'liw>p - -. .............. I l» 

I Tnikfv.-tipi'r rxlin. inn-uinl i-U-p - JO 

H.Ciilf.fXira. i.-l i.i kiIIioIav-.. «••■« n.-itl I Jo 

(" •- - " w.iliilit.p - ■«» 

lo! " " rHiiHiiiKl t'la"|) > *0 

DAILY DEVOTIONS FOR CATHOLICS. 

An ^iliiiiintiii- Miiiill IViiitT llooli. S-'ni".. willi V»rj ll'KUH 
(Etii'll»-1ttl «"•'■' far llnniiit>rl-Bi_'ril..|. ami for nil who like loruutl «- .» 
(M.«iwiiln>uit mi- »i'..--v-Uy oi u~ii.ii uii«»- 

Nt». I, Ni-ninhnh. varflMrof moo Origin ©clore tn W 

'-•, Uiuui, rliitm-M-il. gill edge " *> 

a mill cituiiu. ........ II---- ' '"' 

4, " foil |-ill .-.!;••* iiml *!■(.. 1 W 

(? ■• " " " Hudalan|i. I » 

■ TlllllfV "i|"i i\MH,f»ll Hi" oi (tUiln ■kilt-, rt'.l 

.,, r ili ... ty : .nil i.i (I..H.I.- .ill 

t,Tiiil«-i ■ mi.i i ri lull Kill 'ir itl.ilti fnlta ml 

III ||ill I'llliU, »IH> Pl*f.|l ' '* 



■,Tntk«) iiiii > • ■<»••. - i ■ '- ■!■ ' *• 

iCi ..-i hi < " 'I 1 

i " * " • Ml i' ■'* 

I ■■ ■ ■' iiiii.iin.i t i«'.|i • i" 

t l«ln l Itill iii.-ttit In,. .!«■,.• mill i.iti ■» • « 
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CATHOLIC PJETY. 

Ko - 1 S3 S8&BB8 ar c,,oloe •*» m £ 

I. lurk'j iDutin-c. nuiHir cxim r« 1 1 .n» P", — ao 

SSSS? " | .' 1 -". *nh Smb " **• 

21' 5*™"-' "'J' 1 "*. »i'ti liii«p — •• «TS 

LITTLE CATHOLIC PIETY. 

H " i Ssl SftJUSSr- - to • 

*i *■ * jit,,) pIjlpi. ' ■—•■■—-— .-.—..._ — o so 
8. Sara- llylM, mil, alMk"™ "" * °° 

«£■ TSf, >■- ,»wi«--*f«i™. p TOV^iai.n";~" S'S 

3u. •*■<.«* lni,iw.l, brown ur Kilt *-li<.« "" 3M 

II. gMU -VIM, with H«p ', , *' ' 2 » 

I. feK. ,l «S' wl " *»•« ciwp.. ::::::::': ~ — 2 £ 

*•* **I»or. mil omaniojia .__„ ,,...__.... — --.—.— i j» 

DIAMOND CATHOLIC PIETY. 

A very noatamnll Pr«y*r Ilnnt 

KO. I. N«nl (-!..( h 

3. Sou, Kill <m|ko ...-"...""",""""""" "**" '" ** M 

i man, b>ii«i k ,, mi i ciMp ...jnTZtH! «!! 

4- lliun. full Kill. ... . , " _ ■* 0» 

&. l(»in. lull f,itt iln ,| ^i^., ™""j — Ota 

!' 4, , "? r """ 1 """""•"- "»•• »>•■> riwii' ;;;;;:;::;■■; * *» 



1 u 
I. Turkey. MJ*? «tn. Win. rtJMm":..™"""^ ' *" 

i« tut t«»t,-_ " 1 " lh nmua o| "p — .— zm * io 

ft- '>"■•«»**. «™i *'■.*■. .IT"'" "" ■ TS 

la, \ aim, nau and Syi' "" ""■_ "■■ • — l y- = « 
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1 IW 



KEY OF HEAVEN. WuW) . 

Ni>. I, N«" roan ™ 

5, " ftMriffK 

8, " « wiih*]».i> 1£ 

«, Bonn, foil k.Ii «vIkm «"<• •"IW -»»-■; ! , 

6. Am'Tk-ih mtirmvwi, rhn» unit rli-h - S J> 

I, Turk.v KHfiMM, >UBH i-tlra, lull (till ur |iliiln il.io*, reO. 

Iin>«ii. "i .'tU MIOI, J ™ 

g, SaiiM.-l.vl--. "till .'lii-l' — ■ • * 

», Tiarkcy, *l>|m>i i-nr.. n»" mul i*i«"|'" ... ■■■■ ■ jg 

JO, «'.lf, r »lr,.,.lil| 1 .r II...II.K..TJ »..«l.(Wl,ltr.*B«(tlH»litfit 3 M 

11. S»iiht tijlc-, with rl**|i ■ ■■■ * "° 

la, Snm"»i;l.-". "liti "in" »rnl iirt-r _„.__._.. JOB 

IS, Vulvnt, IU.II ara*in«til*,nBi',HiUH uui1 *™< — ■ *• 

VADE MECUM/m.*. 

Bo.1. Seat roan, •.——•- — .- t» "» 

-A » 8llIcd K M uo 

£ ■' '• irhh<<l-**|> 1» 

4, lloiln.fnll «tll ■"I«'SuimI liitc* - 1 « 

ft' " " xllli olann - !■» 

B. Am«'Hc-ii in i «■-•■'". rim* ami •'■■•[i ... — S M 

T, Turkey muri>*«>, t«\-t «in, lull Kill ur j>l»iti mi«, i>-i. 
Iit«*n. ur*iln"lii''t ,.,„„„". - .- *m 

(., BUM •l|-l'H, Willi < U-|> — .~ ■ W 

o„ ThtHpj 1 , *«i«r i>*ini. rhnttnml fl"|"* * W 

10. (!,iH,'Mrii,«illl"rHvAlii.T,T.'ij iicul, rPil.l'rvTtnirnlH Mjp<* a M 
jl, s™irifiiijlPM*liltcU>l> - — * <* 

1~ Sawi' -.v I I'll, With rltll> hi "1 ■].! -|- .. .- ■■■■! A uo 

ja. VulTW, lull winniiviilf, rlUH, ■■k"*l-> »i»l mM — • «• 

MANUAL OF DEVOTION. 

An ■SQtllJfrt JfSms. I'n»;**r Ikmlc, witli iU utlrnl Ion ■ <y HI* AJ.iw. 
Mn, I IVntcloih.ii -»ii"H "f i>iiilp iiii'l >>ilt;lilcol<ir*.i" K 

I, Itoait. iMiiixian nl t;iiii»l|f<a ■ - *> •*! 

1, " ■■ " uihI vliutp til 

4, •' mil Kill t-ilKitftiiiiilriiiliin 8) 

ft. •• • * " mol Harp I «0 

«. Turhcf. »uiH<r ritru. full will <n plnlii nitlv* IH 

I, " " rim-* tin I rliwp uimi.mii S 

■ tali*, t>*ii-ii,-iinor n«'Aii>l><. IhhiilI ton n«nt '.' 14 

», ■' " ' Mid (•limp.. Hi* 

ID, " rllQUilii'U-Unp I UO 

DAILY EXERCISE. 

A MauHful loiiitulurv I'rayer Ilook. 48mo.,wltli ill •Mlnvfoiu a,' *M 
4f«*i 

>'ii I, Nm*. rlnth a vavu'ly of choice ml nr* ftO '.'A 

'i.Koan iTilMWHftl, nlll «>iIk(< " to 

J. " f» lluili . olKr iui<l *lilr» 060 

4. " tiink*. i n \ m>:il ti' 

4. Tuiliry, pin-'i' iiAin* I ."•» 

U, ' ■* Inoka ISO 

7, " Ll rlnmnml clsmp 2 00 

v ■ uf.Mirn 1 n 

» " »nm>i:*-) , in 

10. " niu-iindcliufp ■ OS 
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The Hymn Boote. 

/A- HiAHn-JWi— IStoili llniii6iifiil— rhe moil »»nu).tr lit (If Hymn Rank 
eir-r pqlili-ln'il I'miinins nl»a>, Imyvm for flie Mum, I'minee (or Coo* 
(r«i'm uml l.'atnmufil'iD, mul H«rYlB| of Mum. Ilcenleaieh,™* Ji" l wr 
huuJird; cloth. -JO codL*, tirii "i> pi-r Aotvu. 

TllC Gospolft. 

rt*r baiMltyp. noo ■'riarliml y«--flv*l» <liirln*r fhi? year, toirclher with 
the Hmr li<Mi>i'li ol Ini' I'nuioii lair I'nlm Simd >> mid Hal) (Yvek 
1 vol- . loiai. I'liucr cover I ~ «M nr |>cr<l<n«a. t- -O. 

Confirmation and Communion Certificates. 

ThiMuliicrllx-r IiiibIiimI |in>|iiir»<l Ti-ry UUUtIt)al«W4Meat«<>l Ootlflr- 
taation »n I Kr*t (SnitmtmU/n kin" 1 ; ;il-.n extni6r «ml inUtiier vfowe 
of tlicCathMralof riiilu-MpUli. 'J'iu'-u RrOlMnaOII bCaVQllfttl rrrtlU- 
c*lrs ovi't |iiiMI>hi'il In Hi In i ■ ■! i 1 1 1 , . in.'', nrt* »■■:■! nt l«u rial' 1 * i " Urn 
Hcvcicnl Clergy noil oilier* u-Ihi buy in iiumiilly- ill Oo pw Iiuii'lrod 

Angela' Sodality. 
Afum.oJ o/ '*r B»hf Ai(jth' St/AUUg. Price, in cloth. Roxlttle. #l'i SS 

l—i h i. .i< . i g d.i ; i ■ I oxen 

t)ij«loM<ri /or J/o»/<riAI(i iff* «# Mnatia 1 &o&>llty. Il«»utlfUl ucilgo. 
#1 <M iter alnioia 

Blessed Virgin's Sodality Diploma. 

A IV* n-eirfi/id D'ploma /or ir«mt#ti of lh* .-odalilu c/tht liinttA 

Vir^ia Slliru. alsr of plilc l'x ■ I.. is Junt ti-i'ii |I (*|taiod lij IliO uiiilufe 

• IcticiI Onlera re* poor fully eollelieu. The niM of mo Ctiurtli *ml 
title of ibo soilal ny iii-^rlfd lo urd. t. 

Catechisms. 

ItidiUr r larar ntul mn'il C BJwI Himi . Tlio e;rnpi-*l C*lorlil*m n( thai 
Siium ii Council. Iiii-rivllli: ■ (J.itrcliKin. Mr. Hoylt-*« t'aleclilnini, 

Cetirya Cutcciu-un ami Tlie*_mlioiie v:»>l>» inn li»irueieil "unjillad 
hoir-ilc mill Ki'i '•■ 1 .\iiii in isiy other Calliollc Uoclatu*! Work*. 
Ontera iuaiiv<lfiilly •olkriivil. 



